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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. ^ /I. ^^. 

TT T'^H£i\^^/r^ difiurhf^ or Sloth corrupts an Jlge^ 

m/m/ Keen Satire is the Bufinefs of the Stage. 
\rW When the PlainDealcr w//. he la/h'dthofe Crime \ 
^ Wbkh then infefied msfi-^^^he modijh Times: 

Butnonvy luhen Fadion/IeefSa and Sloth is fled, 
^ And all our Youth in aSifue Fitlds are Bred; 
'. When thro^ G R E a t-Rr i t a i Yi*sfair extenpz^f Roundf 
.* 7he Tntmfs of Fame the Notes ^Un lo N found \ 
4 When An N a'j Sceptre points the Lanus their Courfiy 

And her Example gi'ves her Precepts Force ; 

nerefcarce is roam for Satire ; all our Lays 

Muft be, or Songs of Triumph, or ofPraife, 

But as in Grounds befi cultivated , T^^s 

And Poppies rife among the Golden Ears; 

Our Produa fo, ft for the Field or School^ 

Muft mix 'with Natures favourite Plant ' • - a Fool. 

A Weed that has to tnventy Summers ran. 

Shoots up in Stalks^ and vegetates to Man. 

Simpling our Author goes from Field to Fields 

And culls fuch Fools as may Divcrjion yield i 

And, Thanh to Nature, there* s no *want ofthofe, 

For Rain or Shine, the thriving Coxcomb grows . 

Follies to*night tvejho'w nier laft^d before. 

Yet fuch as Nature Jbevus you ev^ry Hour: 

Nor tan the PiShtres give ajnfi Offence ; 

For Tools are made for Jffii to men ofSinfe, 

A 3 Dramati* 



Dramatis Perfonaj. 

ME N. 

J. n C ^Two Gentlemen of bro- "i » #^ ,^. ,, 
J,m^ll, ^ ^^„ p^^^^^ ^^^ ^^^ }Ut. M,Us. 

.jL-^I,,^ i ** Mailer, and ijic fc- Qxt urn 
'^'^"' C cond as Servant. > Mr, «r,/J/. 

Count ( AFrfwitOfficer.Prifoner ?m» » 
J?^//.»V, \ zxLitchfieU. J Mr. i?flw«M«. 

Friematty A Gentleman from London. Mr. Ketn, 

V '^^ J S A Pricft, Chaplain to the ) * #. o 
Fo^gard, ^ French Cmi^.. \Mr. Bonvin.^ 

Gibhit, A Higfaway-MaQ. Mr. Cibber. 

Baffiot, jHisCompamons, 

Boniface, Landlord of the Inn. Mr. Bullock, 

S.iub. Servant to Mr. Sullen, Mr. Norrif. 

WOMEN. 

•An old, civil. Country' 
Gentlewoman, that. 
Lady J cures all her Neigh- V»yr n / 
Bountiful, \ hours of aU Diftem-?^"* ^^'^* 

pers,and^lifhly fond' 
^ of her Son Sullen, 

Dortnda, Lady ^o««/^/*s Daughter. Wirs.BrMJ/Shemj^* 
Mrs. Sullen, Her Daughter-in-law. Mrs. Oldfield: 
Gipfey, Maid to the Ladies. Mrs. Mills, 

'^W. r-^"^eSn.^"^'1^^-^^^«\ 

Scene, HTCHFIEL'D. 
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ACT I. 

ScENB* Aa Inn. 

Enttr Boniface namiiig. 

jgHamberlain, Maid, Cherry, Daugh- 
KtCberrjii allaJIcepf aUdead? 

Enter Cherry runmng- 
a Cher. Here, here. Why d'ys 
bawl fo. Father I D'ye think we 
havenoEarg? 

Bull. You defen-e to have none, you young Minx :-- 
The Company of the Warrington Coach has flood in the 
Hall this Hour, and no body to fliew them to their 
Chambers. . „ , . , ■ i n j 

Chtr. And let 'em wait. Father i there s neither Red- 
Coat in the Coach, nor Footman behind it. 

Bon. Bat they threaten to go to another Inn to- 

"«•"■ A 4 Ofr. 



6 The BeauxStratag em. 

Cher, That they dare not;, for fear the Coachma^s 

ihould overturn them to-morrow. Coming,. comingt 

Here*s the L<?«^j« Coach arrriv'd. 

Enter finjeral People ivith Trunks^ Band-Boxts^ <mitb 
other Luggage^ and^rafsib^ Stogie 

Bon, Welcome, Ladies. 

Cher, Very welcome, Gentlemen.— -Chamberlain^ 
ihew the Lion and- the. Rofe. [^Exit *with the Company. 

Enter Aimwell in a Riding Hahit^ ArchcT as Ffiot* 
maWf canyif^ a Portntetatfitu, 

Bon. This Vf2iy, this way, Gentlemen 

Jim. Set down the things ; go to the Stable, and fee 
jny Horfcs well rubbM. 

Jrch, I fhall. Sir. 

Jim. You're my Landlord, I fuppofe ? 

Bon, Yes, Sir, IVn oH ^i/i. Bonni/ace, pretty wcU 
known upon this Road, as the Saying is. 

Jim, O! Mr, Bonniface, your Servant. 

Bon, O, Sis — :— What will your Honour pleaie to 
drink, as the Saying is. 

Jim. I have heard your Town k^ Litchfield much 
fam'd for Ale, I thiak; lUl tafte that. 

Bon, Sir, I have now in my Cellar ten Tun of the 
beft Ale in Stafford/hire ; 'tis fmooth as Oil, fweet as 
Milk, clear as Amber, and ftrong as Brandy 5 and will 
be jufl fourteen Year old the fifth Dsgr of next Mfircb^ 
Old Stile. , . . . - > 

Jim, You're very exa£li I find, in the Age of your 
Ale. 

Bon. As pun6lual. Sir, as I am in the Age of my 

Children: FU fhew you fuch Ale Here, Tapfter, 

broach Number 1 706, as the Saying is 3—*— Sir, you 
fhall tafte my Jnno Domini — -I have liv'd in Litck* 
field, Man and Boy, above ei^ht and'fifhr Years, and, 
I believe, have not confum'd eight and nfty Oancesof 
Meat. 

Jim, 
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AzfH. At a Mea!, you mean, if one may gac(s your 
Senfe by your Bulk. 

Bon. Not in my Life, Sir, I have fed purely upon 
Ale ; I Imve eat my Ale, drank my Ale, and I always 
ilcep upon Ale. 

Enter Tapfler ivith a Bottle and Glafs. 

Now, Sir, you (hall fee, [Filling it oiu] your Wor- 

fliip's Health : Ha ! delicious, delicious, fancy it 

Burgundy, only fancy it, and *cis worth ten Shillings a 
Quart. 

jiim. [Drinks'] 'Tis confounded flrong. 

Bon. Strong.' It mufl be fo, or how Diould we be 
ftrong that dnnk it ? 

Jim, And have you liv'd fo long upon this Ale, 
Landlord ? 

Bojt, Eight and fifty Years,upon my Credit, Sir; but 
k kiird my Wife, poor Woman, as the Saying is. 

Jim. How canae that to pa(s ? 

Bon.' I don't know how,. Sir ; (he would not let the 
Ale take its natural Courfe, Sir ; fhe was for qualifying 
it every aow and then with a Dram, as the Saying is ; 
and an honeH Gentleman that came this way from" 
Irela7id^ made her a Prefent of a dozen Bottles of Uf- 
quebaugh— - — but the poor Woman was never well 
after : But howe'cr, I was obliged to the Gentleman, 
you know. 

Jim* Why,, wadkth^Ufquebaugh thatkill'd her? 

Bon- My Lady Bountiful faid fo ■ She, good Lady, 
did what could be done ; ihe cur*d her of three Tym- 
panies, but the fourth carried her oiF ; but fhe's happy, 
and Pm contented, as the Saying is. 

Aim, Who'^ that L»dy Bount^ul, youmaitionM? 

Bon. *Ods my Life, Sir, we'll drmk her Heakh. 
[Drinks] My Lady Bountiful is one of the bcft of Wo- 
men : Her laft Hu Aand, Sir Charles Bountiful ^ k& her 
wor^h a thousand Pouxid a Year; and, I believe, fhe 
lays out one half on^t in charitable Ufes for tjie good 
of her Neighbours; flie cures Rheumatifms, Rupturcs« 
and broken Shins ia Men; Gree^-Sicknefe, Obfbruc- 

A 5 tions. 



tions, and Fits of the Mother in Women ; . i .The 
King's Evil, Chin-Cough, and Chilblains in Children ;. 
In fhort, (he has cured more People in and about Litch^ 
JS^ld within ten Years, than the Dodiors haye kiU'd in 
twenty, and that's ^ bold Word. 

Jim. Has the Lady been any other way ufeful ift her 
Generation?; 

Bon. Yes, Sir, fhe has a Daughter by Sir Charles^ the 
fined Woman in all our Country, and the greateft Forr 
tune: She has a Son too, by herfirft Hufband,. 'Squire 
SulUftf who marry'd a fine Lady from London t'other 
Pay; ifyoupleafe, Sir, we'll drink his Health. ^ 

Aim. What fort of a Man is he ?' 
"Bon. Why, Sir, the Man's well enough; fays little, 
thinks lefs, arid does — -nothing at all, 'feith :, But he's 
a- Man of Great Eflate, and values no body.. 
Aim.. A Sportfman, I fuppofe. 
Btm. Ye^, Sir, he's a Man of Pleafure j ; he plays at . 
Whilk and fmoaks his Pipe eight and forty Hours toge- 
ther fometimes. 

Aim. A fine Sportfman, truly ! And marry'd, you^ 
fay? 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious Woman, Sir— »--«Bttt he's 
< k I > He wants it here. Sir. 

[Pointing to his FbreheaJ, 
Aim. He has it there,, yon mea^. 
Bon. That*is none of my Bnfinefs ; he's my Landlord, 
and fo a Man, you know, wou'd no t - - But I'cod, , 

he's no better than— ?^Sir, my humble Service to yoij. 
[Drinks. yTho^l value not a Farthing what he can do , 
to me, I pay him, hi^ Rent at Quarter-day ; I have a. 
good Running Trade ; . I'have but one Daughter, and 
1 can give her— But np matter for that. 

Aim. Ypu*re v^ry happy, Mr. Boniface y ^xzy what, 
other Company have you in Town ? ; 

Bon. A power of,fin(? Ladies; juid then, we have the 
French Officers. ' ' 

Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of* 
tjiofe Gentlcpien : Pray, how do you like theirCpnj- 
pany? 

Sen 
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Bon. So well, as the Saying is, that I cou*d wifii we 
had as many more of 'em ; they're full of Money, and 
pay doable for every thing they have ; they know, Sir, 
that we paid good rouna Taxes for the taking of *em, 
wad (6 they are willing to reimburfe us a little; one of 
Vm lodges in my Home. 

Eftier Archer. 

jff-ch. Landlord, there are fome French Gentlemen 
below, that aflc for you. 

Bon, ril wait on 'em— —Docs your Mailer flay 
teng iirTown, as the Saying is? [To Archer. 

jfrcif, I can't tell, as the Saying is, 

Bon, Come from London ? 

Arch, No ! 

Bon, Going to London^ may hap ? 

Arch, NoT 

Bon, An odd Fellow this: I beg^your Worihip's 
Pardon, I'll wait on you in half a Minute. \Exit, 

Aim, The Coaft's clear, I (ee Now, my dear 

Archery welcome to Litchfield^ 

Arch, I thank thee, my dear Brother in Iniquity. 

Aim. Iniquity ? prithee, leave Canting ; you need 
not chan^ your Stile with your Drefs. 

Arch, Don't miHake me, Aim^elly for 'tis flill my 
Maxim, that there's no Scandal like Rags, nor any 
Crime fo fhameful as Poverty. 

Aim, The World confeffes it every day in its Pra- 
ftice, tho'- Men won't own it' for their Opinion: Who 
did that worthy Lord, my. Brother, fmgle out of the 
Side-box tofup with him t'other Night ? 

Arch, Jack Handicraft, a handfome, well drefs'd, 
mannerly, Iharpmg Rogue, who keeps the beft Com- 
pany in Town. 

Aim. Right: and, pray, who marry'd my Lady 
Man/laughter t'other day, the great Fortune ? 

Arch, Why, t^ick Mdrrahone, \ profefs'd Pick- 
pocket, and a good Bowler; but he makes a hand- 
ibme Figure, and rides in his Coach that he formerly, 
ufed to ride behind. 

Aim^ 
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A^m. But di4 you obferv^ popr JackQimmts in the 
Park laft Week ? 

Anb. Yes, with his Autumnal Pcrriwig, ftading 
hb melancholy Face, his Coat older thaii any thing 
bat its Fafliion* with one Hand idle in his Pocket, and 
with the other picking his ufclefi T^eth » and the' the' 
Mall was crouded with company 3^ yet was poor Jack 
as fmgle and folitary as a Lion in a Defart. 
, Aim, And as ^nuch avoided^ for no Crime upon 
Earth but the want of Money. 

At'fh, And that^s enough ; Men maft not be poor: 
Idlenefs is ^he Root of all Evil; the World** wide e- 
nough, letVmbuftle: Fortune has taken the Wealpin- 
der her Frote6lion^,but Men of Scnfc are left to their 
Induftry. 

Aim. Upon which Topick we proceed ; and, I think, 
feckily hitherto : WouM not any A^an fwcar now, that 
1 amt a Man of Quality, and you my Servant, whea if 
CUT intriAfick Value were known — ■ 

Atch. Come,, come,, we are the Men of ^ntrinfick 
Value, who caa ftrike oor Fortunes out of our felves, 
whofe Worth ia independent of Accidents in Life, or 
Revolutions in Government : we ha«e Heads to get 
Money, and Hearts to fpend it. 

JiM. Astx>^\xr Hearts^ I grant ye^ %haf arc 2^ wil- 
Eng Tits as an^y withia twenty Degrees; but I can. 
have np great Opinion of our Heads fronx the Service 
ihey have done us hithjerto, unlefs it be that they brought 
tts f^m Londott hither, to Uitchfield^ made me aLord> 
aad. you my Servant. 

Arch. That's mpxe ^han y:^x. co^ltf pqpeft alr^dy^ 
Sui( what Mpney nave we kft ? 
' Aim. But t^Q hundred fouwt. 

Arch. And our Korfes, Cloaths,. Rings^ Ifc. yrhy^ 
we have veiy, ^ppd^ Fortunes, ww for naodeiate Peo- 
pie ; an5'i|t ft>e tell ypp^ that tl^ two hnndred Foun^ 
wit;h.iJie,Experien|;e that wq ate npw Maflm o^ isi a 
better EUate than the t^n thoi^and we have'fpent. 
■ Our Friends indeed be^jSMi to Ciifpeft thaf our 
Pockets were low^ but wc came off with flj^ing Co- 

iburs^ 



fears, fk0w*d no figa^ of WsMit either in Woid qX 
Deed. 

Aim. Ayt ^M P^r gpingto Bruffeh w«9 a good pre* 
teAce enough for our fuddea diiiqipearingi ^d J warrant 
you» our Friends imabgine that we are gone a volunteering* 

Arch, W)i7i *faith if this Prpje£b faHs it niufl e*en come 
to that. 1 am ibr venturing one of theHundreds,if yo« 
will, noon this Knight-Errantry ; but in cafe it fhoal4 
4iU w U reienre the other to carry as to (bme Coanter- 
iqifpt where we may die a$ we Uv'd, in a Blaae. 
= Aim* With all my heart; and we have liv*d joiUy^ 
Archer I we can't fay that we have fpent our Fortuna» 
but that we have enjoyed *em. 

Ar€b^ Right; fo muchPleaforeibffibaMichMoneyi. 
we have had oar Penny-worths ; and had I MilUons, I 
would go to the fame Market again. O Lonjon^ l^ndgn t 
well, we have bad our (hare, and let os he thaidtful: Paft 
Ple^ifaresa for aught I knew> ^e pail» fuch we are fare 
of; thofe to come may difapppint ua. 

Aha: Jc faasi often grieved the He$|ttof me, to fee how 
fome inhuman Wretches murder their kind Fortunes ; 
tho^ thadby facri&cing all to one Appetite, fhall darve 
all the reft — You (hall have fome thaii live only in their 
Palates, and in their Senfc of Taftin^ (hall drown the o- 
t^r four* Qchers are only Epicures iA Appearance, fuch . 
who (hall flarve their Nights ^ ma)ce a. Figure a D^ya, 
and famiih their own to :^ed the ^^ye^^^others : A con- 
tT?J-y fori cQftfta« their Pleaiures to the Paffk» and con- 
trail theif ipa^ ii^s: AcKi^ to the Cireait of a Muff-ftring« 

^(b. B^ht; b)9t; they find the /^4^ in that Spot 
where th.ex confume *em,and,I thii^k,yoar kind Keepers 
haxemujQhthe bed on^; for theif iiyiuigethemoU Sends 
by one Expence, there*s the Seeing, Hearing, and FeeU 
ing, amply gratified ; am) ibme. BhilofOphers will tell 
yoa, tha^ Iftc^ %ii| a CJotoMtteice, their ariifes a fijcth 
Senfcy that gives infinitely more Pks^ilre! than the other 
five, pat tt^|hflp?^ : , 

Aim, And to pafs to the oflhcr Bxtkcmity, of all> 
JELeeper^y I think thofe the worft that kfictpi their Monqr. 

Arch. 



r2 3%^BeapxStratagem. 

Jrch. Thcfe are the moft miferablc WJghts in Being % 
they deftroy the Rights of Nature, and curappoine' the 
BlefTings of Providence : Give me a Man that keeps his 
^ve Senfes keen and bright as his Sword, that has Vm 
ahvays drawn out in their juft Order and Strength, witK 
his Reafon, as Commander at the Head of *em ; that de- 
taches 'em by turns upon whatever Party of Pleafure a- 
greeably ofiers, and commands 'em to retreat upon the 
baft Appearance of Difadvantage, or Danger.— For 
my part, I can Hick to my Bottle, while my Wine, my 
Company, arid my Reafon holds .-good : I can be charmed 
with Sapfijoh Singing, without falling ii> love With her 
Face : I love Hunting, but would not, like AQew^ b^ 
eaten up by my own Dogs ; I love a fine Houfe, but let 
another keep it ;: and juft (b I love a fine Woman. 

Aim . In that laft Particular you have the better of me . 

Arch* Aji you're fuch an amorous Puppy, that I'm 
afraid you*ll fpoil our Sport: yott can't counterfeit the 
PaiTion without feeling it* 

Aim. Tho' the whining part be out of ddors in Town, 
'tis ftill in force with the Gotmtry Ladies:-^ — And let 
me tell you, Franky the Fool in that Paffion fhall out- 
do the Knave at any time. 

Arch* Well, I won't difpute it now ; you command 
for the Day, and fo I fabmit : —At Nottingham^ 
you know, I am to be Mafter. 

Aim, And at Lincoln^ I again. 

Arch* Then at N$mvich I mount, which, J thinks 
iball be our laft Stage $ for^ if we fail there, we'll em-- 
bark for Mollandy bid adiev to FenkSf and welcome M^rj. 

Aim. A Match \ [Ettter Boniface.] ■ Mum. 
- Bon. What will yout Worlhip pleafe to have for 
Supper ? ' 

* Aim. What have you got? ' > 
. Bm: Sir, we have a- delkate ^eee of Beef in the 
BDt,andaPigattheFirei> 

Aim. Good Supper-meaty I muft confefs : " I 

cin't cat Beef, Landlord.' - 

Arch. And I hate Pigr 

Aim. 
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AtMi Hold your piating^ Sirrab? Doyouknowwho> 
you are ? [JJule. 

Bon, Pleafe to beipeak rometMngelfe ; I have every 
thing in the Houfe. 

Jim, Have you any Veal ? 

Bon, Veal, Sir 1 we had a delicate Loin oCVeal ob 
mdnefday\s&. 

Aim, Have you got any Fiih or Wild-fowl ? 

Bon, As for Fiih, truly Sir, we are an inland Town* 
and indifferently provided with Fifh, that's the truth 
c»*t ; but then/ for. Wild-fowl! . ■ -We have a deli- 
cate Couple of Rabbets* 

Aim, Get me the Rabbets fricaflecd. 

Bon, Fricafleed! Laid, Sir, they'll eat much^better. 
f|hother*d with Onions. 

Arch, Pihaw ! Rot your Onions., 

Aim, Again, Sirrah ! — *Well, Landlord, what yoa 
plea(e ; butliold, I have afmall Charge of Money, and 
your Houfe is fo full of Strangers, that I believe it may 
oe fafer in your Cuftody than mine ; , for whea this Fel- 
low of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing ? ■ r Here, 
Sirrah, reach me the ilrong Box. 

Arch, Yes, Sir, ■ t his will give us Reputation. 

\Afide, Brings the Box, 

Aim. Here, Landlord, the Locks arefealed down both. 
f6r your Security and mine ; it holds fbmowhat above 
Two hundred Pound ; if you doubt it, rii coont it to 
you after Supjpen: but be fure you lay it where I may. 
hj^ve it at a Mmute*s warning ; for my . A^airs are a little 
dubious at prefent; perhaps I may be gone in half an < 
Hour, perhaps I may«be your Gueft till the beft part of 
that be fpentrand pray order your Oftler to keq> my- 
Horfes ready faddled: But one thing above the reft I. 
nntft beg, that you would let this Fellow have none of 
your Anno Ddminif ^s you call it ; f or he's the . 

moll in(ufFerable So^-T-*— «"Here, .Sirrah* light lae to . 
my Chamber. . , * 

Arch. Yes, Sir! [£;r//, .//]f^/^/ 3; Archer. . 

Bjn. Cherry, Daughter C^&^r^.^ 

Eatef 
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"Enter Cherry. 

Cher, D'ye call. Father ? 

Bon. Ay, Child, yoo muft lay by this Box for the 
Gentleman; *ti» full «f Money. 

Cher. Money ! all that Money ! why fare. Father, 
the Gentleman comes to be choien Parliament-man. 
Who is he ? 

Bon. ldoR*tknow what to makeof him : he talks of 
keeping.his Horfcs ready faddled, and of going perhaps 
at a minute's warning, or of flaying perhaps tOl the belt 
part of this be fpent. 

Cher, Ay \ ten to one. Father, he's a Highway-man. 
. Bon, A Highway- man ! upon my Life,Girl,you have 
hit it, and this Box is fome new-purchafed Booty — 
Now, could we find him out, the Money were ours. 

Cher, He don't belong to our Gang. 

Bon. What Horfes have they ? 

Cher. The Mbfley rides upon a Black. 

B9». A Bbick \ ten to one the Man upon the black 
Mare ; and fince he don't belong to our Fraternity, w^e 
may betray hiAi with a fafe Confcience ; i don't think 
Vi lawful to harbour any Rogues but n^ own. Look'e, 
Child, as the Saying is, we mud go cunningly to work ; 
Froof& w« muft have ; the Gentleman's Servant loves 
Drink, I'M ply him that way ; and ttn to one he loves 
a Wench, you muft work him t'other way. 

Cher. Father, would you^ have me give my Secret for 

Bon, Conitder, Child, there's Two hundred Pound 
to. boot. yRin^ng nvithmst.J Coming, coming. 
Child, mind your Bulrnefe. 

. Ckor. What a Rogue is ray Father ? my Father? I 
d«ny it. «— My-Mother'was a good, generous, free- 
hearted Womaoy and I -can't tett how far her Good-na- 
ture might have extended for the good of her Children. 
This Laiidk>rdof mibe, ibr I think I can call him xio 
more, would betray his- Gue^, and debauch his Daugh- 
ter into the bargain— by a Footman too ! 

En/er 
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Ennar . Arcb<»r. 

Arch. What FoiQHnan, pmy» MiHrds, is fo happy as 
to be the Subjedl of your Contempbition ? 

Cher. Whoei^er he is» Friend* he'll be hut little the 
better fbr't. 

Arch, I hope fo.for I'm fiue^jcott.did not think of me. 

Cher, Suppofe I had? 

Arch, Why then you're but even with me ; for the 
minute I came ia» I sKas cohfiderlng in. what manner I 
Ihould make Lore to you. 

Cher, iJoi^e.to me, Friend:! 

Arch. Yes, ChiU. 

Cher. Child I Mamiecs : If yoa kept a little more 
diilance. Friend » it would hecame you much better. 

AKcb* I>ij6bsLnce 1 goodTsnigfat/ Saucebox. [<'«<^- 

Cher. A pretty Feildw ; I like his Pride. •^*-*- Sir, 
.jpia^»fiiir».y.Qiiri*ce,£ir, [ Axdier;*iiJt«rif/] Ihave the Cre- 
dit to be intrufbd wkh your Mifter's Fortune heie,wiueh 
6td w a degseea^e aJjootm^; I haf€. Sir, yoa 
a'n't afFrohte<L ' - 

Arch. Let me look ycm fuM ui the Face, and I'll tell 
you. whether you can airont me or no-^*-^Sdeath 
Child, you have a pair of delicate Eyes, and you don't 
know what to do with 'em. 

Cher.r- Why, Sir, don't I fee ef»ry body ? 

Arch. Ay, but if fpme Women iuid 'em, tihey wou'd 
kill every body.— >-» Pridtee ia^d ne, I wou'd fain 
make Love to you, but I don't know what to iay. 

Cher, Why, did you nevspr make Love to any body 
before? 

Arch. Never to a Perfon of your Figure, I can aflfure 
you. Madam ; my Addrefles have been always coniined 
to People within my own Sphere: I never afpir'd f<> 
high before. 

[Archer^;;5g;/. 
But you iookfo hrighi, 
AnJUir4'.drtfidf94i^j 
That a Man ^wou^djnvearyot^re rights 
As Arm luas e'er laid over. 
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Sucb an Air^ 
Tmfriefymuittr' 
To enjnare 
Js makis each Guifi a LvV4r : 

« < 

Sinci thiMy my Dearr- P'tniour^GueJl,- 

Prithee gi've me of the befi 

Oftwhat isreadj dreft : 
Zince then my Dear, Sec, 

■ 

Cher. What can I think of this Man? [^#0 WiU 
you give me that Song, Sir ? 

Jrch. Ay, my Dear; take it while it i$ warm 
/ C^j^' her. ] Death and Fire ! her Lips are Honey-combs ! 
' Cher. And I wiih there had been a Swarmof Bees 
toof to haye flung you for your Impudence. 

Jrch. There's a Swarm of Cupidsf my little Fejiui, 
that has done the Bufkiefs much better. 

Cher. ThisFellQwi8miibegottena8wella9L[y^.3 
What's yous Name, Sir ? 
. Jr^h. Name.! Tgad I hase forgot it» [y^^] Ohf 

Martin. 

• Cher. Where were your bom ? 
Arch. In St. Martini Farifii. 
Cher. What was your Father? 
Arch. Of— of — St. Martin* i Pariih. 
Cher. Thea Friend, good-night. 
Arch. I hope not. 
Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what I 
Cher.. That you're very impudent.. 
Arch. That you're very handfome, 
Cher. That you're a Footmail. 
Arch. That you're an AngcL 
Cher. I fliall be rude.. 

Arch. So ihall I. ... 

Cher. Let go ray Hand. 
Arch. Give me a Kifs, 
[Kifesher: Bomfsie^ calls without, Cherry, Cherry. 

Cher, 
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Cher, rm-— *^My Father calls ; you plaguy Devil, 
how durft you. flop my Breath To? -— Offer to follow 
• me one ftep if yoi| dare. 

Jrcb, A fair Ch^ilengCy by this Light ; this is a 

Erctty fair Opening of an Adventure; but we are Knight- 
>rrants, and fo Fortune be our Guide. \ExU, 

* .. 

The End fthe First ACT* 
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ACT IL 

S c s N £9 A Gallery, in Lady BountlfuLV 

JIfr/. Sullen /7»/Dorinda« meeting. 
Dor, T^JF Orrow, my dear Sifter} are you for Church 
XVJl ^^^ Morning ? 

Mrs. Su/. Any where to pray s for Heaven alone can 
help me : But I think, Dorinda^ there's no Form of 
Prayer in the Liturgy againft bad Hufbands. 

Dor, But there's a Form of Law at DoSon-Commons.i 
and I fwear, Sifler Sullen^ rather than fee you thus con* 
tinually difcontented^ I would advjfe you to apply to 
that : For, befides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
Broils, as being Sifter to the Hufband, and Friend to the 
Wife, your Examples give me fuch an Impreftion of 
Matrimony, that I fnall be apt to condemn my Perfon 
to a long Vacation all its Life — But fuppoftng, Madam, 
that you brought it to a Cafe of Separation, what can 
you urge againft your Huft)and ? My Brother is, firft, 
the moftconftant Man alive.. 

Mrs, SuL The moftconftant Huft)aiid9 I grant ye, 

Dor, He never ft^eps from you. 

Mrs. Sul, No, he always fleeps with mie* 

Dor. H^ allows you a Maimenanoe fuitable to. your 
Quality. 

Mrs. SiJ. 
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Mrs. ^8^ A Maintenance ! do you takeme, Madam^ \ 
£or an HoTpital Child, that I muft fit ctbwn^ and blefs 
mv Benefactors for Meat, Drink, and Clothes ? As I 
take it. Madam, I brought your Brother Tenth oufand 
Pounds, out of which I might e]<pe£t fome pretty things, 
called Pleafures. 

Dor^ You (hare in all the Pleafures that the Country 
affords. 

^'Mrs. Sui. Country Pleafures f Racks and Torments! 
Dofl thinks Child, that my Liniibs are made for leaping 
of Ditches, and clambring over Styles ; or that my Pa- 
rents, wifely forcfeeing my future Happinefs in Country 
Pleafures,had early kiflruCted me in the rural Accomplifh- 
•ments of diinking fat Ale,playing at Whilk,and{inoak- 
ing Tobacco with my Hufband ; or of fpreading of Plai* 
fters,brewing of Diet-drinks ,aud ftilling of Rofemary-wa- 
ter, with the good old Gentlewoman my Mother-in-law. 

Dor, I'm lorry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you ; I cou'd wifh, indeed, that our 
.fenterlaiRments 'weie a little more polite, or your Taflea 
little lefs refin'd : But pray, Madam^ how came die Poec» 
and Philofophers, that laboured fo much in hunting after 
Pleafure, to place it at lail in a Ccmntry Life ? 

Mrs. Su/, Becaufe they wanted Money, Child, tofrnd 
out the Pleafures of the Town : Did you ever hear of a 
Poet orPhiiofopher worth Ten thouiand Pound ? If you 
can (hew me fach a Man, I'll lay you fifty Pound, you'll 
£nd him fomewherc within the Weekly ^l!s . Not that I 
dif^^jM-ove rural Pleasures as the Poets have painted them 
in their Landfchapes 5 ever)' Phillh has her Cory^ofti erey 
murmuring Stream, and every flowing Mead gives frem 
Alarms to Love. — — ^ Befides, you'll fi«d, that their 

Couples were never marry'd But yonder, I fee 

my Corydifftf and a fweet Swain it is, Heaven kncws-— 
Come, Darinday don't be angry, he's my Hufband, and 
your Brother, and between both, is he not a fad Brute ? 
Dor, I have nothing to fay to your part of him ; 
you're the beft Judge. 

Mrs. SuL O Sifter, ^fter! ff ever you marry,- beware 
of a fullcn, iilent Sot, one that's always mufmg,but never 

thinks; 
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thindcj. — -The*o^ fome Div«rfion in a talkjne Block- 

have the MiaTawfttf hiring '^ mtle a little!— -No^ 

fhU M " ^^' ^l^^'^V'y *l»««*y. He came home 
^ Mommg at his ufual Hour of Four, waken'd me out 

Ae Tea-Table, which he broke all to pieces ; after hi. 
Man and he had rowl'd about the Rrxy^.^i^?^. 
lengers in a Storm, he comes flounce into Bed. dead a« 
aS^on ,n«>»FiIbmoBgei's Baflcet ; his Feet crfd as Ice. 
hisBreath hot as aFumace.and hisHands and hisFace ^ 
g«fy as a Fl^el Night-Cap-Oh MatrimoS; K 
Bimony J---He to«b up the Ctoaths with a^roL 
fwmg over his Shoulders, diforders the whole O^! 
7 fray Bed, leaves me half naked, and my whS 
fit^ l..°^ °'^ ts the tuneable ^m?±Jif^^^ 
^'4irJSrJi?S^ J^*»^^^^ the ric2Svtrt of couni-- 

nT' f™?"^' you nyariS tow handfomely, bdn^' 
a weU-br€d Man^ he will beg my Pardon. ^ 

J5«/*r Sifllen. 

5«/. MyHcadakesconfomedly. 

Mrs- -^^Z. Wm/oubepleafed,inyt)car,todrinkTea 
? "^ t^is Morning? it may doyour Head good. 

/>flr. Coffee, Brother? 
5»/. P&awf 

^«/. Scruhf ^ ^'^ 

£«/«• Scrub, 

Sul. What Day o-W Week Is this ? 
^f^^. ^K^, an't phaCe your Wwihip. 
^«/. £«»<%/ bifeigiffc'fe Dram; and, d Ve hear ? «•<. 

upon thcHaU-Table, TU go toBrei^kfaft. §^^l 

Dor] 
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D&r. Buys ftay. Brother, you Iha'n't getofFfo; yot 
were very naught laft Night, and muft iimke your Wife 
Reparation: come, come> Brother, wpn^tyouaik Par- 
don ? 

SuL For what? 

Dor» For being drunk laft night. 

Sul I can afford it, can*t I? 

Mrs, Sul. But I can't, Sir? 

SuL Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. SuL But I muft tell you. Sir, that this is not 
to be born. 

SuL X*m glad on*t. 

Mrs. Si/I. What is the reafon. Sir, diat you ufe tae- 
thus inhumanly? 

St/L Semi! 

Scrub, Sir J 

Sui, Get things ready to ihavc my Head. [ExU. 
_ Mrs. Su/. Have a care of coming near his Temples, 
Scrub, fer fear you meet fomething there that may turn 
the Edge of your Razor. [Exit Scrub.] Inveterate Stu- 
pidity ! Did you ever kiiow fo hard ,fo obftinate a Spleen 
as his ? O Sifter, SiHer f I fliall never ha* good of the 
Beaft till I get him to Town ; London^ d^ Jjindon is 
the place for managing and breaking a Hulband. 

Dor* And has not a Hufband the fame Opportunities 
there for humbling a Wife ? 

Mrs. SuL No, no, Child, /tis a {landing Maxim in 
conjugal Difdpline, that when a Man wouM enHave his 
Wife, he humes her into the Countrv ; and when a Lady- 
would be arbitruy with her Hufband, ihe wheedles 
her Boo^r up to Town- ■ ■ A Man dare not play the 
Tyrant in London^ becaufe there are fo many Examples 
to encourage the Subiedi to rebel. ODorifUla, Dcrindaf 
a fine Woman may do any thing in LouJan ; O* my Con- 
fcience, ihe may raife an Army of for^ thottfaodMen. 
Dor, 1 5mcy, Sifter, you have a Miild to be trying 
your Power that way here in Litchfield i you have drawn 
ihtFrench Count to your Colours already. 
. Mrs. SuL The French are a People chat can*t live 
without their Gallantries. 
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« 

Dor. And fonie Et^HJh that I know« SiHer, arenoe 
averfe to fuch Amufements. 

Mrs. Sui, Wcll,Sifter,fincc the Truth muft <iut,it may 
do as well now as hereafter ; I think, one way to rouze 
my lethargick, fottifh Hufbab^,'is to give him a Rival ; 
Security begets l&gjigence in all Peome, and Men muft 
be alarmed to make ^em alert in their J)uty.: Women are 
like PiSlures, of no value in the hands of a Fool, iiU 
he hears Men of Senfe bid high, for the Purchafe. 

Dor, This might do/ Sifter^ *^®y Brother's Undcr- 
ftanding were to be convinced into V PafEon for you; 
but, I believe, thejre's i. natural AveWion of his fide,.. 
and I fancy. Sifter,' that you don*t come muck.behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. • 

Mrs. Sul, I own it; we are united Contradi)£tions,Fire 
and Water.^ But I couM be jcontented, with a great 
many other Wines, to humour the cenforious Vulgar, 
and give the World an Appearanceof living well with 
my fiufbandt ceu*d I bring hlni but to diiTemble a little 
Kindnefs to. keep me ii^ countenance. ■. , ; ^ 

Dor, ^ But..how do you kiiow^ S;iler, but that inftead 
of npuz^ng your Husband by this 'Artifice to a counter-' 
felt Kinmicfs, to (hou'd ^wake in a real Fury ? 

Mrs^^tf/. Let Jiim;--— If Jcan't entice him to the 
one, I wou^d provoke him to the other. 
. D,or. But how mufl I behave. myielf between ye? 

Vlx^.Sui. You muftafliftjpey . 

jOor, Wha^ againft my own Brother? 

TWrs, Sul. He's but half a Brother, and Tm your entire 
Frigid; Jf I go a Step beyond the Bounds of Honour, 
leave mcj till then, I expcfty>pu Ihou'd go along with 
me in every thing f while J truJd my Honour in your 
Hands, yoti may tr^ftyour Brother's in mine —The 
Count is to dine Jiere to-day. 

Dor, 'Ti3 a ftrange thipg, Siftei;, that I can't like 
that Mw» ■ 

Mrs* Sul, Von like nothing, your time is m>t cpme^ 
Love and Death have tl^eir Fatalities, and ilrike home, 
ajie ^e or other, : -k-v^t Vpu^ll P^X /or all one Da^^ I ' 

-''.'. wai-ran^ ' 
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wanant yc — ^Bot cbme/my Lady's Tea is nf^y, and 
'tis almoll Church-time. [Extunt, 

Scene, The Inn. 

* 

Enter Aimwdl! drefs^d, and Archtr. 
' j^m. And was fhe the Daughter of the Hooft? 
' jircb. The Landlord is fo Mind as tothinkfo; but I 
dare fwear fhe has better Blood in her Veins. 

Jim. Why doft think fb? 

Jrcb. Becattfethe^aggagehasaperfy^-xrr-yf^-^Me^/, 
(he reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and is troubPd wltfe 
Vapotrrs. 

Jm. By which Difcoveries, I gucfs that you know 
moreofher. 

Jrcb. Not yet, 'fiuth; the Lady gives hcrfclf Airs- 
forfopth, nothing under a Gentleman.* 

Jim* Let me take her in hind. / 

JrcL Say one word more o' that, arid I'll declare my* 
fclf, fopil your Sport there, and every where elfej look 
yr, Jimnvel/, every Man in his own Srihcre. 

Jim. Right; ^and therefore you muft pimp firr ydiir 
Mafter. 

' Jrcif. InthcufuaiForjns, good Sir, after I haveferv'd 
myfelf— But to our Bufme^-*— You are {o well drefs'd, 
Tom, and nudce fo handfome a Figure, that I ikncy yoa 
may do Execution in a Country Church ; the exterior 
Part ilrikes firil, and you're in the right to m£ke t^ 
linpreillon fevourable. 

' Jim. There's fomething in that which may tarn to 
Advantage : The Appearance of aStraneer in a Country 
Church, draws as many Gazers as a B&zing Star s no 
fooner he comes into the Cathedral, but aTrain of Whif- 
pers runs buzzinground the Congregation in a moment: 
^^Who is he I whence conies he i &o you know him ? 
■ T hen, I, Sir, tips me the Verger half a Crown's 
he podkets the' Simony, and indiidb me into thebefl: 
Pfew in the Church: I pull out niy Snuff-Box, turn my 
fdf round, bow to thfcTBiihbp, wDcan, if he be the 
commanding Officer; fingle oat aBeauty^rivetbeth my 

Eyea 
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Eyes to hers, fet my Nofe a bleeding by the Strength of 
Imagination, and fhew the whole Church my Concern, 
by my endeavouring to hide it : after the Sermon, the 
whole Town gives me to her for a Lover, and by perfua- 
ding the Lady that I am a dying for her, the Tables are 
turn'd, and fhe in good earnelt falls in love with me. 

Arch, There's nothing in this, Tom^ without a Pre- 
cedent; but inilead of riveting your Eyes to a Beauty, 
try to fix ^em upon a Fortune; that's our Bufmefs at 
prefent. 

Aim, Pfliaw, no Woman can be a Beauty without a 
Fortune. — Let me alone, for a Mark*s-man. 

Arch, Tom! 

Aiyn, Ay. 

Arch, When were you at Church before, pray ? 

Aim. Um— — •! was there at the Coronation. 

Arch, And how can you expefl a Bleffing by going 
to Church now ? 

Aim, Bleffing ! nay, Frank, I alk but for a Wife f 

{Exit; 

Arch. Truly, the Man is not very unreafonablc in his 

Demands. [Exit at the oppofite Door. 

Enter Boniface and Cherry. 

Bon. Well, Daughter, as the Saying is, have you 
brought Martin to confefs ? 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting any 
thing out of^ Man ; I'm but young, you know. Father, 
and 1 don't underiland Wheedling. 

Bon, Young ! why you Jade, as the Saying is,can any 
Woman wheedle that is not young ? Your Mother was 
ufelefs at five and twtnty ! Wou'd you make your Mo- 
ther a Whore, and me a Cuckold, as the Saying is ? I tell 
you his Silence confelTes it, and his Mailer ipends his 
Money fo freely, and is fo much a Gentleman every 
manner of way,, that he. muft be a Highway-man. - 

Enter Gibbet in a Cloak, 

Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the Coaft clear ? 
Bon. O, Mr. Gibbet^ what's the News ? 

B Gib. 



24 Ti&^ Beaux Stratagem. 

Gib. No matter,afk no Quellions ; all &ir and honour- 
able. Here my dear Cherry, [Gi<ves her a Bag.^ Two 
hundred Sterling Pounds, as good as ever hangM or fav'd 
a Rogue ; lay *em by with the reft : And here-^Three 

Wedding or Mourning Rings, 'tis much the fame, 

you know Here, t>vo Silver-hilted NSwords : I took 

tho'e- from Fellows that never ftiew any part of their 
Swords but the Hilts: Here is a Diamond Necklace 
which the Lady hid in the pri^^ateft Place in the Coach^ 
but I found it out. This Gold Watch I took from aPawn- 
broker's W^k; it was left in her Hands by a Perfon,of 
Quality, there's the Arms upon the Cafe. 

Cher. But who had you the Monev from ? 

Gih. Ah ? poor Woman ! I pitied her ;— From 9 
poor Lady juft elop'd from her rlufband, (he had made 
up her Cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as ihe 
cou'd drive ; ihe told me of her Hufband's barbarous 
Ufage, and fo 'faithi left her half a Crown. But I h^d 
almoft forgot, my dear Cherry, I have a Prefent for you. 
• CMWbatis't? 

Gih. A Pot of Cerufe, my Child, that I took out of 
a Lady's Under-Petticoat Pocket. 

Cher. What, Mr. Gi^^^/, do you think that I paint? 

Gib. Why, yon Jade, your Betters do ; I'mfurethe 
Lady that I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 
kerchief. — Her?, take my Cloak, and go, fecure the 
Premiffes. 

Cher. I will fecure 'em. [Exit.* 

Bon. But heark'e, v/hert^ Haunjlaw and Sa^fi^? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night. 

Bon. D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o* $he Pad 
on this Road ? 
. Gib. N04 - 

Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the Houfe 
juft now. 

Gib. The Devil! How d'ye fmoak 'em ? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to Church. 

Gib. To Church! That's fufpicious, Imuftconfefs. 

B<in. 
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Bon, And the other is now in his Mafler*6 Chamber; 
he pretends to be Servant to the other ; we'll (^ him 
Qut and pump him a little. ^^ 

^Gib, With all my heart. 

Bon, Mr^ Martin! Mr. Martin! 

Enter Archer combing a Perriivig andfinging^ 

Gib. The Roads are confumed deep ; I'm as dirty at 
•dd Brentford at Chrifinuu A good pretty Fellow 

4hat; who's Servant are ^ou. Friend? s* 

Arch. My Maftcr*s. . ^ 

Gib, Really?. 
jlrch. Really. 

Gib, That's much-. — The Fellow has been at the 
Sar by his Evafions. ——But pray. Sir, what is your 
Waftcr's Name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall ; [Sings^ and combs the Perri<wig.'] 
This is the moft obflinate Curl 
Gib, I aik you his Name ? 

Arch, Name, Sir;— Tall, all, dall — I never aik'd 
'him his Name in my Life. Tall, all, dalL 
Bon, What think you now ? 

Gib, Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before a 
Judge: But pray. Friend, which way does your Mailer 
travel ? 

Arch* A Horfeback. 

Gih: Very well again, an old Offender right— -But, 
J mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 
Arch, Downwards, I fear. Sir ! Tall, all. 
. Gib. I'm afraid thy Fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch— - 

This Gentleman is only travelling towards Chejler, and 

. -wou'd be glad of your Company, that's all— Come, 

Captain, you'll Hay to-night, I fuppofe; I'll fliew you 

a Chambcr^-=— Come, Captain. 

Gib. Farewell, Friend 

Arch. Captain, your Servant— Captain ? a pretty 
Fellow ! 'Sdeath, J wonder that the Officers of the Army 
don't confpiie to beat all Scoundrels In Red but their 

•©WB. 

B 2 Enter 
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Enter Cherry. 

Cffer, Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not liHejii 
I wou*d have the Merit of the Difcoverry all my own, 
becaufe I wou'd oblige him to love me. \^AJide.'\ Mr. 
Martin^ who was that Man with my Father ? 

Arch, Some Recruiting Serjeant, or whipp'd out 
Trooper, I fuppofc. 

Cher. All's fafe, I find. lAfide. 

Arch. Come, my dear, have you conned over the 
Catechize I taught you lail Night ? 

Cher, Come, queilion me. 

Arch, What is Love ? 

Cher, Love is I know not what, it comes I know not 
/ 1k)W, and goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well; an apt Scholar. [Chucks her under 
the Chin.y Where does Love enter? 

Cher. Into the Eyes. 

Arch. And where go^ut ? 

Cher, I won't tell you. 

Arch, What are the C^cdb of that Paffion ? 

Cher\ Youth, Beauty, and clean Linnen. 

Arch, The Reafon ? 

Cher. The tw.o £rft are. iafiiionable in Nature, and 
the third at Court. • . • 

Arch, That's my Dear: What are the Signs and To- 
kens of that Paffion ? 

Cher. A ftealing Look, a Hammering Tongue, Words 
improbable, Defigns impoffible, and Adtions impradli- 
cable. 

Arch. That's my good Child, kifs me. - What 

niuft a Lover do to obtain his Millrefs ? 

Cher. He muft adore the Perfon that difdains him, he' 
inuft bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him, and 
couit the Footman th^t laughs at him !»— — — >Hemi^» 
he mull— 

Arih^ Nay, Child, I muft whip you if you don't 
mind your LeHbn ; he muft treat his 

Cher, P ! ay. He muft treat his Enemies withRefpeft, 
lis friends with Indifference, and all the Worjd ^th 

Con- 
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Contempt ; he muft fufFer much, and fear more j he 
muft defire much, and hope little ; in fliort, he muft 
embrace his Ruin, and throw himfelf away 

Arch, Had eyer Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine ? 
Gome, my Dear, why is Love call'd a Kiddle ? 

Cher. Becaufe being blind, he leads thofe that fee ; 
and tho' a Child, he governs a Man. 

Arch. Mighty well ! ■ And why is Love pi^ur'd 
blind? 

Cher, Becaufe the Painters out of their Weaknefs or" 
Privilege of their Art, chofe to hide thofe Eyes they 
cou*d not draw. 

Arch. That's my dear little Scholar,kiis me again.— 
And why ihou'd LoVe, that's a Child, govern, a Man ? 
' Cher. Becaufe that a Child is the End of Love. 

Arch, And fo ends Love's Catechifm, And now, • 

my Dear, we'll go in and make my Mailer's Bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin You have taken 

a great deal of Pains to inilrudi me> and what d'ye think 
I have learned by it. 

Arch. What? 

Cher. That your Difcourfe and your Habit are Con- 
tradidUons, and it wou^d be Nonfenfe in me to believe 
you a Footman any longer. 

Arch. 'Oons, what a Witch it is ? 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that Garb 
fiiall ever tempt me ; for tho' I was born to Servitude, . 
I hate it : ■ 'Own your Condition, fwear you love 

me, and then ^ 

Arch, And then we (hall go make my Matter's Bed, 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muft know then, that I am born a Gentle- 
man ; vs\y Education was liberal, but I went to London a 
younger Brother, fell Into the Hands of Sharpers, who 
ftript me of my Money, my Friends difown'd me, and 
now my Neceflity brings me to what you fee. 

Cher. Then take my Hand promife to marry me 

before you fleep, and I'll make you Mailer of two 
thoufand Pounds. 

Arch. How* 

B 3 Cher* 
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Cher. Two thoufand Pound that I have this Minute 
in my own Cuilody ; fo throw ofF your Livery this 
inili^t, and Til go find a P^irfon. 
Areh. What faid you ? a Parfon ? 
Cher. What ! do you fcruple ? 
Arch. Scruple ! No, no ; but— two thoufand Pound 
you (ay ? 

Cher. And better. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, what Ihall I do ? ButhcarkV, 

Child, what need you make me Mailer of your felf and 
Money, when you may have the fame Pleafure out of 
me, and iHll keep your Fortune in your own Hands ? 
Cher. Then you won't marry me ? 
Arch. I wou'd marry you, but 
Cher. O fweetSir, I'm your humble Servant, you*rc' 
^ fairly caught : Wou'd you perfuade me that any Gentle- 
man who cou*d bear the Scandal of wearing a Livery, 
wouM refufe two thoufand Pound, let the Condition be 
what it wouM— ^no, no. Sir,— ^but I hope you'll par- 
don theFreedomsI have taken,fince it was only to inform 
jny felf of the Refped that I ought to pay you. \Going. 
Arch. Fairly bit, by 7«^>/^— Hold, Hold, and 
have you aduaily two thouiand Pounds ? 

Cher. Sir, I have my Secrets 9& well as you — ^when 
you pleafe to be more open, I fhall be more free; and be 
afTur'd that I have Difcoveries that will match yours, be 
they what they will— —In the mean while, be fatif- 
fied that no Difcovery I make (hall ever hurt you ; but 
beware of my Father \J^xi*^ 

Arch. So — we're like to have as many Adventures in 

our Inn, as Don fixate had in his let me fee— - 

two thoufand Pounds I If the Wench wou'd promife to 
die when the Money werefpent,rgad,one wou'd marry 
her ; but the Fortune may go off in a Year or two, and 

the Wife may live Lord knows how long f Then 

an Inn-Keeper's Daughter; ay, that's the Devjl, , 

there my Pride brings me off. 

. Ftr 'whatfoe^'er the Saga charge on Vridey 
ne Angels Fall and fwenty Faults beJtHe v 
. ' > On 
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On Earthy Pmfure^ ^tnong us of mortal Callings 



Fride/aves Man oft^ and W^man too from fauin^ 

FE 



T'i'/ E N D of the SecondAct. 



^■■M 



ACT III. 

1 

. S c E N E, had'j Bountiful'^ Uoufe. 

Enter Mrs. Sullen, «»^Dorinda, 

Mrs. ^«/. TT A, ha, ha, my dear Siller, let me embrace 
JL JL thee j now we arc Friends indeed j fori 

ihall have a secret of yours, as a Pledge for mine 

now youMl be good for fomething, I ihall have you 
converiable in the Subjedb of the Sex. 

Z)^. But do yea thinH that I am fo weak as to fall la 
Love with a Fellow at firft fight ? 

Mrs. SuL Pihaw ! now you fpoil all ; why ihou*d not 
we be as free in our Friendfhips as the Men \ I warrant 
you the Gentleman has got to his Confident already, haa 
avo^'d his Pailion, toalled your Health, caird you tei;i 
thoufahd Angels, has run over your Lips, Eyes, Neck^ 
Shape, Air, and every thing, in a Defcription that warnurv 
their Mirth to a fecond Enjoyment. 

D«r. Your Hand, Sifter, I a'nt well. 

Mrs. SuL So— (he's Breeding already— come. Child, 
up with it — ^hem a little— fo— now tell me, don't you 
lilce the Gentleman that we faw at Church juft now \ 

Dor, The Man's well enough. 

Mrs: Sul. Well enough ! £ he not a Demi-God, a 
"Narcijlfus, a Star, the Man i* the Moon ? 

Dor. O Sifter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. Sui. Shall I fend to yoor Mother, Child, for a 
little of her Cephalick Plaifter to put to the Soles of your ' 
Feet I or ftiall I fend to the Gentleman for fomething for 
you ? ■CQgie> unlace your Stays, unbofome your 

B 4. / fclf 
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felf— -the Man is perfeftly a pretty Fellow, I faw him 
when he firft came into Church. 

Dor. I fawliim too. Sifter, and with an Air that 
ihone, methought, like Rays about his Perfon. 

Mrs. ^uL Well faid, up with it. 

Dor, No forward Coquet Behaviour, no Airs to fet 
him oiF, no ftudied Looks, nor artful Pofture,— — but 
Nature did it all 

Mrs. 5«/. Better and better—one Touch more- 
come— 

Dor^ But then his Looks — did you obferve his Eyes ? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I did — ^his Eyes, well, what 
of his Eyes ? 

Dor, Sprightly, but not wandring ; they feem'd to 
view, but ntver gaz'd on any thing but me :— — and 
then his Looks fo humble were, and yet fo noble, that 
they aim'd to tell me that he cou*d with Pride die at my 
Feet, tho' he fcorn*d Slavery any where elfe* > 

Mrs. Sul. The Phyfick works purely How iCyt 

find your felf now, my Dear ? 

Dor, Hem \ Much better, my Dear — O, here comes 
our Mercury f [Enter ScTuh'] Well, Scrub, what New*.' 
of t le Gentleman ? 

Scrub.- Madam, I have brought you a whole Pacquet 
of News. 

Dor, Open it quickly, come. 

Scrub: In the firft place I enquird who the Gentleman, 
was ? They told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, I a&'d 
what the Gentlt man was ? They antwer*d and faid,That 
they never faw him before. Thirdly, I enquir'd what- 
Countryman he was ? They replied, 'twas more than, 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came? 
Their Anfwer was, they cou'd not tell. And Fifthly,! 
aik'd whither he went ? And they replied, they knew, 
nothing of the Matter.— -And this is all I couM learn. 

Mrs.W. But what do the People fay? Can't they 
guefs } 

Scrub. Why, fome think he's a Spy, fome guefs he's, 
a Mountebank, fonie fay one thing, ibme another; but 
for* my own part, I beljcve he's a Jefuit, * 

Dor. 
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Dor. A Jefuitl Why a Jefuitr 

Scrub, fiecaufe he keeps his Horfes always ready (ad- 
dled, and his Footman talks French, 

Mrs. SuL His Footman I 

Scrub. Ay, he and the Count's Footman were gab=- 
bering French like two intriguing Ducks in a Mill- 
pond; and r believe they talk'd of me, for they 
laugh*d confumedly. . 

Dor, What fort of Lrvery ha^ the Footman ? 

Scrub. Livery I Lord, Madam, I took him for a Cap- 
tain,he*s fo bedizened with Lace, and then he has Tops 
to his Shoes, up to his mid- Leg, a Sflver-headed Cane 

dangling at his Xnucklesi he carries his Hands in his 

Pockets, and walks jufl fo [IValksina French ^/r.] 

and has a fine long rerriwig tied up in a Bag 

Lord, Madam, he's clear another iort of a Man than L 

Mrs. Sul. That may cafily be but what Ihall we 

do now. Sifter ? 

Dor. I have it-r— -This Fellow has a World of 
Simplicity, and fome Cunning ; the firft hides the latter 
by abundance Scrub ! 

Scrub. Madam. 

Dor, We have a great* mind to know who this Gen- 
tleman is, only for our Satisfaction. 

Scrub, Yes, Madam, it wou*d be a Satisfa£lion, no* 
doubt. 

Dor. ^ou muft go and get acquainted with his Foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a Bottle of your 
Ale ; becaufe you're Butler to-day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am Butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave Sifter ! o' my Confcience, yaxt 

underftand the Mathematicks already : ^Tfs the beft ' 

Plot in the World ; your Mother, you know, will be 

gone to Church, my Spoufc will he got to the Ale- 

houfe with his Scoundreb; and the Houfe will be our 

oyn ■ fo we drop in by accident, and afk thc.Fcl- 

low fome Queftions our felves. . In the Country, you 

kndw, any Stranger is Cbmpany, and we're glad ti> 

take up with the Butler in a Country-Dance, and hag- 

py if he'U do uy the Favour. 

B 5 Scrubr^ 
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Scrub, Ohf Madam, you wrong me ; I never rcfasM 
yaur Ladyfliip the Favour in my Life* 

Enter Gipfy. 

. Cip, Ladiesy Dinner^s upon Table. 

Dor, Scruby we'll cxcufe your Waiting. ■ G a 

utrhere we ordef d you« i 

i 

Scene changes io the Inn. 

Enter Ainawell andhxAtr, 

'Mrch^ Well, Tonty I find yott*re a Markfman. 

Aim. A Markfman I who fo blind cou'^d be, as not 
difcem a Swan among the Ravens f 

jircb. Weir but hearkV> AimwelL 

Aim, Asmwell! call me Oroondatest Cefariot Amadis^ 
■all that Romance can in a Lover paint, and thenFll an- 
fwer. O Archery I read her Thousands in her Looks ; 
ihe look'd like Ceres in her Harveft ; Corn, Wine and 
Oilj Milk and Honey, G^dens, Groves, and purling 
Streams, play'd on her plenteous Face. 

Arch. Her Face I her Pockety you mean 4 the Com, 
Wine, andOilf lies there. In fiiort> ihe has ten thou- 
iand Pound, that^s the Englijh on^t. 

V^m. Her Eyes . ■ 

Arch, Are Demi-Cannons, to be iiire ; fo I iKt>n^t 
Itand their Battery. HOaing^ 

Aim. Pray excufe me, my Faffion muft have Vent. 

Arch. Pafiion ! what a plague, d^ye think thefe Ro- 
nantick Airs will do our JBufinefs ? Were my Tenaper 
as extravagant as yours, my Adventures have fomethmg 
more Romantick by half. 

Aim, Your Adventures I 

Arch* Ye8» 

Hhe Nymph 9 thatnvith her tnuice ten hundred Pounds^ 
,Hlth brazen Ef/^ine hot, and Quoif clear fiarch^ d, 
Cmjar$ thf Gh^JI iu warmiffg rftbtt^f d ■■ \ ■ 

ThcreV 
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There^s a Touch of fublime Milton for you» and the 
Subje£^ but an Inn-kerper's Dau^ter : I can play with 
a Girl as an Angler does wkk his Fifli ; he keeps it at 
the End of his Line, runs it up the Stream* and down 
the Stream, till at.laft, he brings it to hand, tickles the 
Trouty and ^ whips it into his Baiket. 

Enter Boniface* 

Bmt. Mr« Martin^ as the Saying i a . ■ y onder^s aa 
honeft Fellow below, my Lady Bountifuts Butler, who 
bees the Honour tkaj: you wou*d go home, with hia 
and fee his Cellar. 

Arch. J>o my Baffemains to the Qentlemanj and tell • 
Hm I will do my (elf the Honour to ivait.o& him im« 
mediately, as the Saying is. 

Bw, I fliatl do your Worfhjp*s Commands* as the 
Saykig is. C^^^^ btmoing dfequioufly. 

Aim. What do I hear? (pfi Orfbeut pky« and fair 
^oftida fine? 

Jrcb. P%aw ! damn your Raptofes 1 1 tell you hereof 
a Pump going to be put into the Veffisl, and the Ship 
will get into Harbour, my Life on*t. You iay, there a^ 
another Lady very handionie there/ 

Aim,, Yes Faith. 
■ Arch, Fm In Love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me a Bill upon Cherry m tht 
miean time ? 

Arch, No, no, Friend ; all her Com, Wine, and OiV 
is ingrofs'd to niy Market.— And once moit I warn 
you, to keep your Anchorage clear of mine } fbrifvoii' 
fall foul on me, by this Lijght, you ihall po to the hot- 
torn.— ——What I make Prize of my little Frieate» 
while I am upon the Cruife &r you ! [Exit, 

Entif Boni&ce. 

Jim. Well, well, I won^t.— -Landlofd, have yoa 
any tolerable Company in the Hotffe ? I don^t care lot 
dining alone. 

Ban, Yes, Sir, there*s a Captain below^ aith^ Saying 
18^ that arriVd about an Hour a£0« 
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Mm, Gentlemen of his Coat are welcome every 
where : Will /ou make him a Compliment from me, 
and tell him I fhbu'd be glad of his Company ? 

Bon, Who fliall I tell him, Sir, wou'd- 



Aim. Ha r that Stroak was well thrown in- 



I'm only a Traveller, like himfelf, and wou*d be glad " 
of his Company : that's all. 
Jion, lobey your Commands, as. the Saying is. \Exft. 

Enter Archer. 

^ Arch. *Sdeath! I had forgot: What Title will you 
gfve your fclf ? 

^Aim, My Brother's, tobefure; he wOu'd never give 
me any thing elfe, fo Pll make bold with his Honour 
this bout. ^You know the reH of your Cue. 

. Arclr. Ay, ay. \Exit^ 

• , * 

"^ Enter Gibbet. 

i*G«^. Sir, PA your*. ' 

Aim. ^I*is more than I deferve^ Sir, for I don'tknow 
yott. . . . :' 

Gib, I(ion*t wonder at that. Sir, for you never faw». 
me before I hope. \Afide, 

Arch, And pray, Sir^ how came I by the Honour of 
ftekie yoa how.? 

Gtb, Sir, I fcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman-^. 
\jjlt. )ny Laadlord— — 

. Aim* O, Sir, I afk your Pardon; youVe the Cap-- 
Qiin he told me of . , *: 
'.Cih, At your Service, Sir. 
^ Aim,. What Regiment ? may I be (b bold ? 

Gib, A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim, Very old, if your Coat be Regimental. [Afide^ 
You have ferv*d abroad. Sir ? 

Gib. Yes,' Sir; Hi the Plantations ; ' twas my Lot to be 
(ent ijQtq the worfi Service; I wou'd have quitted i^ 
indeed, but a Man of Honour, you know— *— Bcfides, 
Itwas fox the good of my Country that I (hou'd be a- 
broad Any thing for the gp^ni of one*s Country^ 

*V m a Rman for that» 

Aittu 
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Aim, Onex)f the firft, Pll lay my Life, [/^r.] You 
found the ^£^-/zf</w very hot, Sir. 

Gih. kyt Sir, too hot for me. 

A,im, Pray, Sir, ha*n't I feem your Face at WiW^ 
Coffce-houfe ? 

Gih. Yes, Sir, and at White^ too. 

Mim. And where ist your Company now, Captainl^ 

Gih, They a'n't come yet. 

Aim* Wliy, d'ye cxped 'em here ? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night. Sir. 

Aim. Which waiy da they march ? 

GiA. A-crofs the Country. The Devil's in% if I 

ha'n't faid enough to encourage him to declare— -but: 
I'm afraid he's not right ; I muft tack aboiit. [Jfide. 

Mm. Is jtour Company to quarter at Litchfield F 

Gib. In this Hbufe, Sir» 

Mm. What! all? 

Gib. My Company ^s but thin, ha;, ha, ha; we are 
bat three, h^, ha, ha. 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 
. Gib. Av, Sir, youmuftexcufe me. Sir, I underfland 
the Worla, efpecifjly the Art of Travelling : I don't, 
care. Sir, for anfwering Queilions diredUy upon the Road 
fo r I generally ride with a Charge about me. 

Aim. Three or ibur, Ibelieve* [AjUe. 

Gibm I am credibly inform'd that there are Highway- 
men upon this Quarter ; not. Sir, that I cou'd fufpedl a. 
Gentleman of your Figure— ~But truly. Sir, I have 
got fuch a way bf Evaiion upon the Road» that I don't 
care for A>eaking Truth to any Man. 

Aim. Your Cation may be neceflar y - ■ . ■ Then L 
prefume you're no Captain. 

Gib. Not 1, Sir i Captain is a good travellii^ Name, 
and fo 1 take it ; it ftops a great many fooliih Enquiries 
that are generally ma^ about Gentlemen that travel ; ip 
gives a Man an Air of fomething» and iiiake> the Draw- . 
crs obedient— ^?-^And thus far I'm a Captain, and no 
finher. 

Mm. Andpray, Sifr what i« your true Profeflibn? 

'- • • . . • 
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Gih. O, Sir, youmoft exxMfc me ■ >upon my 

Woixlf Sir» I don*t think it fafe to tell ye. 
Aim. Ha, ha, ha, upon my word, jf cox^mendyou. 

Enter Boniface. 

Well, Mr. Boniface^ what's the News ? 

B6n, There^s another Gentleman beIow,as the Saying 
is, that hearing you were but two, wou*d be gUid to 
inake a third Man, if yoa wouM give him leave. 

Aim, What is he? 

Bon. A Clergyman, as the Saying is. 

Aim. A Clergyman ! is he really a Clergyman ? or, is 
it only his travelling Name, as my Friei^ the Captain' 
haiit? 

Bon. O, Sir, he'saPrieft, and Chaplain to the /r«»rifr 
Officers in Town. 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman? 

Bon, Yes, Sir, born at Brujfels. 

Gib. A Frenchman^ and a Pneft ! I won't be ieen*in hia 
Company, Sir;. I have a value for my Reputation, Sir. 

Aim. Nay, but Captain, fince we are Dy our felves 
»-^Can he ipeak Fnglijhy Landlord ? 
- Bon. Very well, Sir ; you may know him, as the Say- 
ing is, to be a Foreigner by his Accent, and that's all-. - 

Aim. Then he has been in Ef^ land before i 

Bon. Never, Sir; but he's a Mafter of Langilages,^as 
the Saying is ; he talks Lafin, it does me good to hear' 
liimtalk Latin. 

Aim. Then you underfbnd Latin^ Mr. Boniface? 

Bon. Not I, Sir, as the Saying is ; but he talks it ia 
very faft, that Pm fure it muft be good. 

Aim^ Pray, defire him to walk up. 
' Bon. Here he is, as the Saying is. 

Bnur Foigard. 

Toig. Saave ygiii Gentlemens bote.. 
Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moft humUe Servant, 
J<i%'. P?^ ^'^ ]^y% I am}^0ttr moft faiahful Sher* 
^ant, and yours aMho; 
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Gih. Doctor, you talk very good Ehglifi^ but yott 
iave a mighty Twang of the Foreigner, 

Foig, lAy Englijh is very well for the iWs, tipt wc 
Foreigners, you know, cannot bring our Tongues about 
the Pronunciation fo ioon. 

Aim. A Foreigner ! a downright Teague, by this 
Lfebt, [AfideJ\ Were you bom in France, I)o!aor ? 

Foig, I was educated in France, but I was homed at 
iruffels: I am a Subjeft of the King of Spain, Joy. 

Gih. What King of 5^*/«, Sir? fpeak. 

Foig. UponmyShouly Joy, I ouinot tellyx>u iis yet* 

jiim. Nay, Captain, that was too liard upon the 
Dodor, he*s a Stranger. 

Foij^, O let him .alone> dear Joy, I am of a Nati(m 
that is not eafily put out of Countenance. 

Aim, Come, Gentlemen, ril end the Di^ut o ' 
Here, Landlord, is Dinner ready! 

JSon, Upon the Table, as the Saying is. 

Aim. Gentlemenv^—pray-T— thai Door— « 

Foig. No, no,, fait> the Captain muft lead. 

Aim. No» Do£lor, the Chuch is our Guide. 

-G/A. Ay, ay^ fo it i s ' ■ -. 

[Exit/orem9flt theyfillovt^ 

Scene changes io a GaUery in £4^ BountifuT/ Houfi, 

Inter Archer and Scrvhfingifigf anJhngpn^ one another^: 
'Scifihfwith aflankard in UiHand^ Gi^ty lifiningat 
a difianc€» 

^ Scrub. Tall, all^ Dall«-— Comei my dear Boy—- i* 
let us have that Song once more. 

Jtci. No, no, we ihall difturb the Family : But wiQ 
^Ott be fure to keep the Secret I 

Scrub. Pho! upon my Honour, as Fm a Gentleman. 

Jrch. "'TIS enough-^ — You muft know then, that my 
Mafter is the Lord V ifcbunt Aim<well ; he fought a Duel 
f other Dav in London, wounded his Man fo dangeroufly, 
that he thmks fit to withdraw till- he hear wbether the 
Cendcman's^oonds be mortal ox not * He never w4s 

a 
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in this part of England before, fo he chofe to retire to 
this Place, that's all. 

G/>. And that's enough for me. \2xit. 

Struh, And where were you when your Mailer fought ? 

JrcH^. We never know of our Matters Quarrels. 

Scrub. No ! if our Mailers In the Country here receive 
a Challenge, the firil thing they do is to tdl their Wives r 
the Wife tells the Servants, the Servants alarm the Te- 
nants, and in half an Hour, you fhall have the whole' 
Country up in Arms, 

Jrch . To hinder two Men from doing What thev have 

no mind for «^But if you Ihould chance to tallc now 

of this Bufinefs ? 

Scrut. Talk 1 ah, Sir, had I not leam'd the knack of 
holding my tongue, I had never Iiv*d fo long in a great 
Famfly. - 

Arch, Ay, ay, to be fure, there are Secrets in all 
Families. 

Scrub, Secrets, O Ludf— but Fll fay no more- 
Come fit down, we*ll make an end of our Tankard : 
Here ^ - 

Arch, With all my Heart; who knows but yoii and 
I may come to be better acquainted, eh— —Here's your 
Ladies Health \ you have three^, I think, and to be fure 
there niufl be Secrets among '^em. 

Scrub, Secrets! Ah J Friend, Friend, Iwiihihada 
Friend' 

* Arch, hm. not I your Friend? Come, you and I 
will be fworn Brothers. ' * 

Scrub. Shall we ? . , 

' Arch, From this Minute ■ ' Give me a Kifs— • 
And now Brother Scrubs . « 

Scrub, And now Brother Martin, I will tell yon a 
Secret that will make your Hair (land an end— — Youp- 
inull know, that I am confumedly in Love. 
Arch, That's' a terrible Secret, that's the truth o»'t. 
Scrub, That Jade, Gipfijy that was with us jufl new 
in the Cellar, is the airanteft Whore that ever wore a 
Petticoat; ^ ' ji^ J'p> dying for Love of her. 
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Arch. Ha, ha, ha Are you in love whh hef 

PeHbn, or her Virtue, Brother ^rr^^/ 

Scrub. I fhould like Virtue beft, becaufe it is mor« 
durable than Beauty ; for Virtue holds good with fome' 
Women long, and many a Day after they have loft it. 

Arch. In the Country, I grant ye, where no Wo- 
man^s Virtue is loft, till a Bauard be found. 

Scrub . Ay, couldl bring her to a Baftard, I ftiou'd have 
her all to my felf 5 but I dare not put it upon thatLay, for 
fear of being fcnt for a Soldier— Pray, Brother how do 
you Gentlemen in London like that fame Preffing Adt ? 

Arch. Very ill, Brother Scrub \ — ^*Tis the worft that 

ever was made for us : Formerly I remember the 

good iDaysi when we cou'd dun our Mafters for our Wages, 
and if thcyrefus'dto pay us, we cou'd have a Warrant 
to carry *em before a Juftice; butnow if we talk of eat- 
ing, they have a Warrant for us, and carry us before 
three Juftices. 

Scrub . And to be fure we go if we talk of eating : for 

th.e Juftices won't give their own Servants a bad Exam- 

. pie. Now this is my Misfortune — I dare not fpeak in 

the Houfe while that Jade, Giffey^ dings about like a 

Furjr Once I had the better end of the StaflF. 

Arch, And how comes the Change now? 

Scrub. Why the Mother of all this Mifchief is a Prieft. 

Arch. A Prieft ! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, that 
came over hither to fay Grace to the French Officers and 

eat up our Provifions There's not a Day goes 

over his Head without aDinner or Supper in this Houfe. 

Arch^ How came he fo familiar in the Family ? 

Scrub, Becaufe he fpeaks Englijh as if he had liv'd here 
all his Life, and tells Lyes as if he had been a Traveller 
from his Cradle. 

Arch. And this Prieft, I'm afraid, has converted the 
Affedions of your Gipfey. 

Scrub. Converted ! ay, and perverted, my dear Friend 

' -For, I'm afraid, he has made her a Whore and a 

Papift— But this is not all 5 there's the Trench Count and 

Mrr. 
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Mrs. Sullen, they're in the Confederacy, and for fome 
private Ends of their own too, to be furc. \ 

Arch, A very hopeful Family yours. Brother 5i-r«i ; 
r fuppofe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too. 

Scrub, Not that I know— She's the beft on'em, that's 
the truth on't : But tliey take cStre to j)revent my Curio- 
ii.ty, by giving me fo much Bufmefs, that I'm a perfeft 
Slave*- What do you think is my Place in this Family? 

Arch. Butjier, I fuppofe. 

Scrub, Ah, Lord help you I'll tell you— —Of a 

Monday I drive the Coach,of a Tusjday I drive the Plough, 
on Wednefday I follow the Hounds, a 7hurfday I dun 
the Tenants, on Friday go to Market, on Saturday I 
draw Warrants, and a Sunday draw Beer. 

Jrcb. Ha! ha! ha! If Variety be a Pleafure in Life, 
you have enough on't, my dear Brother— ■*— -But what 
i>adies are tho^ ? 

Scrub, Ours, ours; that upon the right Hand is Mrs. 
Stdltny the oth^r is Mrs. Doriada-'^''r-Don*t mind •cm, 
fit^ill, Man ^ 

Enter Mrs, Sullen ai$d Dorinda. 

Mrs. SuL 1 have heard my Brother talk of my Lord 
AtM<well, but they iay that his Brother is the £ner Gea* 
deman. ♦ 

Dor, That's impoffiblc. Sifter. 

Mrs. SmI, He's vaftly rich, and very dofc, they fay. 

Dor, No matter for that J Ifl can creep into his Heart, 
t*ll open his Breaft, I warrant him : I iiave heard fay, 
that reople may be guefs'd at by the Behaviour of their 
Servants, I could wiih we might talk to that Fellow. 

Mrs. Sul, So do I ; for I think he's a very pretty Fel" 
low: Come this way, I'll throw a Lure for him pre- 
^ntly. 

ifbiy fwalk a turn towards the ofpofite fide of the Stagf, 
Mrs, Sullen drops her Fan, Archer runs, takes it ttpp 
and nves it her, 

Arch, Corn, Wine, and Oil indeed But, I think* 

the Wi6 has the greateit Plenty of Flefh and Blood : ihe 

fliou'd 
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fhouM be my Choice— -—Ay, ay, fay you fo— Madam 
•—— Your Ladyfhip*s Fan. 



Mrs. 5«/. OSir, 1 thank you ^Whata handfomc 

Bow the Fellow made I 

Dor, Bow I Why, I have known feveral Footmen come • 
down from London^ fet up here for Dancing-Mafters, , 
aifd carry off the beft Fortunes in the Country. 

Arch, [^id^.]^. That Projcft, fpr aught I know, had 
teen better than ours— —-Brother ^cruh^ why don't 
you introduce me ? 

3cruh, Ladies, this is the flrang^ Gentleman's Sextant: 
that you faw at Church to-day ; I underftood he came 
from London J and fo I invited him to the Cellar, that he 
might ihew me the neweft Flourjih in whetting my 
Xnives, 

Dor. And I hope you have xiude much* of him f 

Arch, O yes. Madam,' bui^g^Strength of your La* 
dylhip*^ Liquor is a little too potent for the Conftitution 
of your humble Servant. 

Mrs. Bui, What then you don't ufually drink Ale ? 

Arch, No,^ Madam, my conftant Dfiiik is Tea, Or a 
little Wine and Water; 'tis prcfcrib'd me by the Phy- 
£cians for a Remedy againil the Spleen. 

Scruh. O la! O la !-^A Footman have the Spleen!-— 

Mrs,SiiL I thought that Diftem{>er hjiuibeen only 
proper to People of Quality. 

Arch, Madam, like all other Fafliions Itr wears ottt» 
and fo defcends to their Servants ; tho' in a great many 
of us, I believe, it proceeds from fome melancholy 
Particles in the Blood» occalion'd by the Stagnation of 
Wages. 

Dor, How affectedly the Fellow talks I How 

long, pray, have you ferv'd your prefent Mailer ? 

Arck Not lon^; mv Life has been moiUy fpent in 
the Service of the Ladies. 

Mrs. Sy/, And pray ^hich Service do you like beft ? 

Arch, Madam, the Ladies* pay Veft; the Honour of . 
fervin? them is fufiicient Wages: there is a Charm in 
their Looks that delivers a Pleafure wi£h their Com- 
mands, and gives our Duty the Wings of Inclination^ 

Mr*. 
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Mrs. SuL That Flight was above the Pitch of ac Li- 
very j and Sir, wouM not you be fctisfied to fervc a 
Lady again? 

Jrch. As Groom of the Chambers, Madam, but nof 
as a Footman. 

Mrs. Sifl. I foppofe you ferv'd as Footman before .^ 

Jrc^. For that Reafon I would net ferve in that 
PoU aogain ; for my Memory is too weak for the Load 
of Meflaces that the Ladies lay upon their Servants in 
London: My Lady Ho<wd'yey the laft Miflrefs I ferv'd, 
call'd me up one Morning, and told me, Martin y go to 
my Lady AUnight with my humble Service; tell her I 
was to wait on her Ladyfhip yeflerday, and left word " 
with Mrs. Rebeccay that the Preliminaries of the AfFais 
(he knows of, are ftopt till we know the Concurrence*, 
of the Perfon that I know of, for which' there are 
Circumftances want^e, which we fliall accommodate ^ 
at the old Place ; but tnat in the mean time there is a^ 
Perfon about her Ladylhip, that from feveral Hints and* 
Surmifes, was acceflary at a certain time to the Difap- 
pointments that naturally attend' things, that to her 
Knowledge are of more Importance— 

jy^' ' -i Ha, ha, where arc you going, Sir? 

jfrcb. Why, I ha'n't half done The whole 

Howd'ye was about half an Hour long; fo happen'^- 
to mifplace two Syllables, and was turn'd off, and ren- 
dered m<^able. "'' 

Dor, TUie pleafanteft Fellow, Sifter, I ever faw.— . 
But, Friend, if your Matter be married, -; — I prefume 
you ftill ferve a Lady. 

Jrc^, No, Madam, I tejce care never to come into 
a married Family ; the Commands of the Mafter and 
Miftrefs are always fo contrary, that 'tis impoflible to 
pleafe both. 

Dor. There's a main Point gain'd.— My Lord is 
not married, I find. [JJtde. , 

Mrs. SuL But I wonder. Friend, that in fo many good 
Services, you had not a better Provifion made for you. 

iirch. 



27?^ Beaux Stratagem. 43 

Arch, I don't know how, Madam— I had a Lieute- 
nancy ofFer'd me three or four times ; but that is not 
Bread, Madam— —I live much better as I do. 

Scrub. Madam, he fings rarely 1 was thought to 

do pretty well here in the Country till he came ; but 
alack-a-day, Tm nothing to my Brother Martin, . 

Dor. Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with 
a Song ? 

Arcb. Are you for Paffion or Humour? 

Scrub, O la ! He has the pureft Ballad about a Trifle. 

Uis.SuL ATriHel Pray, Sir, let's have it. 

Arclf^ I'm aiham'd to offer you a Trifle, Madam: 
But fince ym command me— — — 

[Sir^s to the Tune of Sir Simon the Ki fig, 

A Trifling Song you Jhall hear^ 
Bejgun ivith a Trifle and ended^ &c. 

Mrs. SuU Very well. Sir, we are oblig'd to you-— 
Something for a Pair of Clones. 

[Oflertng him Money, 
Arch, I humbly beg leave to be excufcd : My Mailer, 
Madamy pays me ; nor dare 1 take Money from any o- 
thcr Hands* without injuring his Honour, and difo- 
beying his Commands. [Exit, 

Dor. This is furprizing: Did you ever fee fo pretty 
a well-bred Fellow ? 

. Mrs. SuL The Devil take him for wearing that Li- 
vefy. 

Dor, I fancy, Sifter, he may be fome Gentleman, a 
Friend of my Lord's, that hisX.ordfhip has pitch'd up- 
on for his Courage, Fidelity, and Pifcrction, to beaj 
'* him Company in this Drefs, and who ten to one was 
his Second. 

Mrs. Sul, It is fo, it muft be fo, and it ihall be fo- — 
Vof I like him. 

Dff/'.^What ! better than the Count? 
Mrs. 5«/.. The Count happen'd to be the moft agree- 
able Man upon the Pl^ce'^ and fo I chofe him to fe^ye 
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:ine in my Defign upon my Hulband But I fliou*d 

.like this Fellow better in. a Defign upon my felf. 

Dor, But .now. Sifter, for an Interview with this 
Lord, and this Gentleman.; how Ihscll we bring that 
jJbout? 

Mts.Su/. .Patience ! you Country Ladies give no Quar- 
Jter, if once you be enter'd ! Wou'a you prevent 

.their Deiires^ and give the Fellows no wifhing time-— 
iLook^e, Dori/tda, iumy hoTd:Jim*we/l loves you, or de- 
ferves you, he*ll find a Way to fee you, and there we 
fjnuft leave it— —My Bufmefs comes now upon the 
/Tapi s * ■ ' have you prepar'd your Brother? 

Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. StiL He (aid little, mumbled fomething to him- 
rfelf, and promised to be guided by jne : But iiere h« 

£nfer Sullen. 

:SuI. What Singing was that I heard juft now ? 

Mrs. Sul. The Singing in.jrour Head, my Dear, 
;you complain'd of it ail Day/ 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

Mrs. Sul. I was ever fo, iincc I became one Flelh 
*with you. 

SuL One Flefh ! rather two CarcaiTes join'd unna- 
iturally together. 

Mrs*. ^9/. Or jsuher a living Soul coupled to a dead 
£ody. 

Dor. So, this is fine Encouragement for me ? 

Siti. Yes, iny Wife (hews you what you muil do! 

Mrs. Sui. And my Hufband fhews yoa what yoa 
aniift fuiFer. 

Su/. 'Sdcath why can^t you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sui. 'Sdeath why catft you talk ? 

SuL Do you talk to any purpofe ?. 

Mrs. SuL Do you thinK to any purpofe I 

Sul. Sifter, heark'e— r-t^^^'^^'] I ^^"i be home 
till it be late. 
Mrs. Su/. What did he whiter to you ? 



The S E A'U X S THAT A:G E M. 4^ 

Dor, That he would go round the back /wa^r^ come 
into the Clofet, aadlillen as I dire£led hiiA — But let 
.me beg once.more, dear Sifter, to drop this Projcdl ; for^ 
as I told you beforey.inftead.of awaKi'ng hini to Kind- 
nefs, you may provoke him to Rage ; and then who 
.knows how far his Brutality may carry him ? 

Mrs. ^uL Vm provided to receive him, I warrant 
you: Sat here comes the j^ount; vanifh. 

'^^Exit Dorindft. 

* Enter Count Beliair, 

J>9f^tyott nmnder^ Monfi^ar le Coqnt, -that Jivas not ai 
Church this Afternoon? 

Count. / more ^uoonder^ Madam j that you go Jen ai 
.ally or how you dare lift thofe Eyes to Heaven that ar^ 
guilty offo much Mling, 

iwri. Sul. IfHeai'etif Sir, has given to nty Eyes the 
Pofwer of killing, nmth the Virtue of making a Cure, I 
hope the one may atone for the other. 

Count. O largely. Madam, vjou^d your Lady/hip be as 

ready to apply the Remedy, as to give the Wound ■ ■* 

Conjider, Madam ^ 1 am doubly a Prifoneri firff to the 
Arms of your Qeneral, then to your more conquering Eyes 4 
.myfirfi Chains are eafy \ there a Ranfom niay redeem me$ 
,hut from your Fetters Inemerflfallgetfree. - 

Mrs. Sul. Alas, Sir! Why Jhou^dyou complain to mi 
.of your Captivity y ivho am in Chains ntyfelff You kmrw^ 
,Sir, that I am bound, nay, muft be tied up in that Par- 
ticular that might give you Eafe : I am Skeyou, a Pri- 
finer of War 1 ^ of War indeed"'^"! have given my 
Parole of Honours vjould you break yours to gain your 
Liberty ? 

4 

* This Scene printed in Italick, with the entire Part 
of the Count, was cut out by the Author, after the 
firft Night's Reprefentation ; and where he ftiou'd enter 
in the laft Scene of the fifth Aft, it is added to the Part 
9iFiigard* 

Count. 
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Count. Moji^ certainly I nmtidy wuere I a Frifomr a- 
fnongthe^\y[V^\ dis is y9ur Cajey yoiTre a Starve, Ma- 
dam y Slave t(f the ^tuorfl of Twrks; a Hujband. 

Mr J. Sul. There liss my Toibhy Iconfefsi no Fortijica' 
iionsy no Courage, Condu^^ nor Vigilancyy can pretend to 
defend a Place^ ivhere the Cruelty of the Cover nour forces 
the Garifon to mutiny. 

Count. And cohere de Bejteger is refol'v'd to die before 
de Place ■ Here luill I fix ; [Kneels] ivith Tears, 

VovcSf and Prayers, affault your Heart, and never rife 
till you fur render ^ or if I muft florm * ■ ■ Love and 

Sr. Michael ■■ and Jo I begin the Attack 

Mrs. Sul . Stand o ff S ^rehe heari me not ; ■ 

and I coud almoft vjijh he did not The Pel- 

lovj makes Love very prettily, [AiMe.] But^ Sir, voby 
fhouldyou put fuch a Value upon my Perfan, nvhen you 
fee it defpis^d by one that knovos it Jo much better ? 

Count. Heknoivs it not, though hepoffejfes it ; if he hut 
kmvo the Value of the Jevjel he isMaJier of, hevaaitd 
ahways vuear it next his Heart, and fieep vAth it in his 
Armi* 

Mrs. Sul. But fince he thrown me unregarded from 

him** ■ ^ 

Count. And one that knofws your Value vuell, comes 
iy, and takes you up, is it not Jufiice P 

[Goes to lay hold of her. 

Enter SuJlen with his Sword drawn. 
Sul. Held, Villain, J^old. 
Mrs. Sul. [Prefenting a Piflol.] Doyou hold, 
Sul. IVhat ! Murther your Hu/hand, to defend your 

Bully ? 

Mrs. Sul. Bully! For Jhame, Mr. Sullen, Bullies voiar 
long Svoords, the Gentleman has none j he^s a Prifoner, 
' you knovj^ — I vbas avoarrxf your Outrage, and pffpat^d 
this to receive your Violence', and, if occajton ivere, to 
preferve n^felf againjl the Force of this other Gentle- 
man* 

Count. O Madam, your Eyes hi Utter Fire-arms than 

your Pifioli they never mifs, 

Sul 
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SuL What! court my Wife to my Face! 

Mrs, Sul. Pray Mr, Sullen, put up, fufpend your fu- 
tyfor a Minute, 

Sul. Togi've time to invent a$ Excufe, 

Mrs, Sul. I need none, 
' Sol. No 9 for I heard every Syllable of your Difcourfe, 

Coui^t. Ah! And begar, I tink de Dialogue njuasvera 
pretty, 

Mrs, Sul. ^^», Ifuppofe, Sir, you heard fomethingof 
your ovun Barbarity. 

Sul. Barbarity! Oons^nxihat does the Woman call Bar- 
\ harity? Do I ever meddle voith you? 
Mrs, SuL No, 

Sul. As for you. Sir, I Jhall take another time. 

Count. Ah, hegar, fo mufi /. 

Sul. LooKe, Madam, don't think that my Anger pro^ 

ceeds from any Concern I have for your Honour, hut for 

fny Ofwni and if you, can contrive any nxiay of being a 

Whore vnthout making me a Cuckold, do it and welcome, 

^ Mrs, Sul. Sir, I thank you kindly \ youv:ou^dalhw me 

the Sin, hut rob me of the Pleafure. 'No, no, Pm re- 

folv'd never to venture upon the Crime, vuithout the Sa- 
tisfaSion of feeing you punijh^ d for'* t , 

Sul. 7hen nvili you grant me this, my Dear? Let am 
hody elfe do you the Favour but that Frenchman, for I 
mortally hate his vjhole Generation, [Exit. 

\ Count. Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful*, for hegar, I love 

Jome of yours: Madam 
i_^_ Mrs, Sul. No, Sir 

, Count. No, Sir!' Garzoon, Madam, lam not 

your Hufband, ^ 

^rs, Sul. ^Tts time to undeceive you. Sir; — Ibeliev*d 
. your Addreffes to me 'were no more than an Amufement, 
and i hope you vjill think the fame of my Complaifance\ 
and to convince you that you ought, you mufi knonv, 
that I brought you hither only to make you Injtrumevtal 
in fetting me right vjith my Hufband \ for he was plant* 
ed to lifien by my Appointment, 

Cou^t. By your Appointment? 

Mrs, Sul, Certainly. 

C Count. 
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Count. j4ftd Joi Madam, tAjhile Itoas telling tnuenty 
Stories to part you from your Hujband^ ^fg^*'» I 'was 
iringingyov together all the lohile. 

Mrs. Sul. lajkyour Pardon, Sin hut I hope this 'will 
giweyou a Tajieofthe Virtue ^/^f Englifh Ladies. 

Count. Begar, Madantyyour Virtue ve^ver a greats but 
Carzoon, your Honefie he vera little. 

Enter Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sul. Nay, no'wyou're ^f^y» ^'V*. 
Count, yfngry ! Fair Dorinda, [Sings fair Dorinda the 
Opera Tune, andaddrefTestoD^r/W^.] Mzi/^;^, luhen 
your Ladyjhip 'wants a Fool, fendfot me : Fair Dorinda, 
Revenge, &c, [Exit. 

Mrs. Sul. There goes the true Humour of his Nation, 
Refentment <with good Manners, and the Height of Anger 

in a Song-^ Well, Sijier, you muji be Judge, for you 

have heard the Trial. 

Dor. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 
Mrs. Sul. But Imuji bear the Punijhment'^"'^^^ii 
hard, Sifier. 

Dor. J omm it^^but you mufi have Patience. 
Mrs. Sul. Patience! The Cant ofCufiom^'Providence 
fends no Evil ^without a Remedy^—^Jhou^d I lie groaning 
under a Toak Icanjhake off, I vaere acceffary to my Jtuin, 
and my Patience voere no better than Seif-Murther, 

Dor. But hovt) can you Jhake of the Yoke ?^ Your 

Divijions don*t come viithin the Keach of the Lavj, for a 
JDjivorce. 

Mrs. Sul. Lavjf What Lav; can fear ch into the remote 
Ahyfs of Nature F vjhat Evidence can prove the unac- • 

countahk DifaffrStions of Wedlock? Can a Jury fum 

up the endlefs Averfions that are rooted in our Souls, or 
can a Bench give judgement upon Antipathies? 

Dor. They never pretended, Sifier ; they never meddle, 
hut in cafe of Uncleannefs . \ 

,J\^rs. Sul. Uncleannefs! O Sifier f Cafual Violation is 
a tranfient Injury^ and may pojjibly be repair'' d ; but can 
radical Hatreas be ever reconciPd? -^No, no, Sifier, Na^ 
ture is the fir fi La'wgiver, and vjhen fi^e has fet Tempers 

oppofite. 
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9fpoJite, not all the Golden Links of Wedlock^ nor Ira^ 
Manacles of La^w^ can keep ^emfafi. 

Wedlock W€ own ordain'd by Heaven's Decree, 
But fuch as Heav'n ordain'd it firft to be 5 
Concurring Tempers in the Man and Wife, 
As mutual Helps to draw the Load of Life. 
View all the Works of Providence above. 
The Stars with Harmony and Concord move ; 
View all the Works of Providence below, 
The Fire, the Water, Earth, and Air we know, 
All in one Plant a^ree to make it grow. 
Muft Man, the chiefeft Work oi Art Divine, 
Be doom'd in endlefs Difcord to repine? 
No, we {hou*d injure Heav'n by that Surmife ; 
Omnipotence is juft, were Man but wife. 

TJ^ENDe^^/^fTHiRD Act. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene continues. * 

Enter Mrs, Sullen. 

Mrs.5«/.TT7ERE I bom an humble Turk, where 
Y y Women have no Soul nor Property, 
there I mull lit contented.-—— ——But in England, a 
Country whofe Women are its Glory, muft Women be 
abus'd ? Where Women rule, muft Women be enflav'd ? 
Nay, cheated into Slavery ? mock'd by a Promife of 
comfortable Society into a Wildernefs of Solitude ?- » 

I dare not keep the Thought about me. O ! here 

comes fomething to divert me - 

Enter a Country Woman, 
Worn, I come a'n't pleafe your Ladyihip— -— youVe 
my Lady Bountiful^ a'n't ye ? 

. C a Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Well, good Woman, go on. 

JVom, I come fevcntecn long Mail to have a Cure for 
my Hufband's fore Leg, 

Mrs. Sul, Your Hufband ! what. Woman, cure your 
Hufband ! 

Worn. Ay, poor Man, for his fore Leg won't let him 
ftir from home. 

Mrs. SuL There, I.confefs.you have given me a 
Reafon. "^ell, good Woman, TU tell you what you 

miitft do You muft lay your Hufband's Leg upon a 

1*^ble, ^nd with a Chopping-knife you mult lay it 
open as broad as you can, then you mull take out th(S 
Bone, aod beat the Fleih foundly with a Rolling-pin, 
then take Salt, Pepper, Cloves, Mace, and Ginger, fome 
Sweet-herbs, and ieafon it very well; then roll it up 
like Brawn, and put it into the Ov^en for two Hours. 

Worn, Heaven reward your Ladyfhip 1 have two 

little Babies too that are piteous bad with the Graips, 
a^n't pleafe ye. 

Mrs . SuL Put a little Pepper and Salt in their Bellies, 
gbod Woman. [Enter Lady Bountiful.] I beg your 
Ladyfhip's Pardon for taking yoijr Bufmefs out of your 
Hands, I have been a tampering here a little with one 
of your Patients. 

L. Boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this mad 
Creature ; I am the Perfon that you want, 1 fuppole— 
What wou'd you have, Woman ? 

Mrs. Sul. She wants fomething for her Hulband's fore 

L. Bmnt. What's the matter with his Leg, Goody ? 

Worn. It come firll, as one might fay, with a fort of 
Dizzinefs in hij* Foot, then he had a kind of Lazinefs 
in his Joints, and then his Leg broke out, andthen it 
Iw-cird, and then it clos'd again, and then it broke out 
a^^a n, and then it feilcr'd, and then it grew better, 
ajid then it grew worfe again. 

Mrs- SuL -Ha, ha, ha ! 

L. Bount. How can you be merry with the Misfor- 
tjuces cf ether People ? " 

Mrs. SuL 
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Mrs. Sul. Becauie my own make me fad. Madam. 

L. Bount, TheworftReafon in the World, Daughter; 
your own Misfortunes Ihou'd teach you to pity others. 

Mrs. Sul. But the Woman's Misfortunes and mine are 
nothing alike ; her Husband is iick, and mine, alas I is 
in Health. 

L. Beunt, What I would you wifli your Husband fick ? 

Mrs. SuL Not of a fore Leg, of all things. 

L. Baunt. Well, good Woman, go to the Pantry, get 
your Belly full of Victuals, then 1*11 give you a Receipt 
of Diet-drink for your Husband— ——But d'ye hear. 
Goody, you mill not let your Husband move too muci . 

Worn. No, no. Madam; the poor Man's inclinable 
enough to lie ftill. [Exit, 

L, Bount. Well, Daughter 5«//^^, tho'you laugh, I 
have done Miracles about the Country here with my 
Receipts. 

Mrs. Sul. Miracles indeed, if they have cur'd any 
body J but, I believe. Madam, the Patient's Faith gOes 
farther toward the Miracle than your Prefcription. 

L. Bount. Fancy helps in fome Cafes ; but there's 
your Husband, who has as little Fancy as any body, I 
brought him from Deaths door. 

Mrs. SuL I fuppofe. Madam, you made him drink 
plentifully of Afs's Milk. 

Enter Dorinda, runs to Mrs. Sullen. 
Dor. News, dear Sifter, News, News! i 

Enter AvchsT, running. 

Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful?' • 
Pray which is the eld Lady of you three?. 

L. Bount. I am. 

Arch. O, Madam, the Fame of your Ladyfliip's Cha- 
rity, Goodnefs, Benevolence, Skill and Ability, have 
drawn me hither to implore your Ladyfhip's Help in be- 
half of my unfortunate Mafter, who is this Moment' 

breathing his laft. 

C 3 la.Btuni. 
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L. Boun. Your Matter ! Where is he ? 

Arch, At your Gate, Madain> drawn by the Ap- 
pearance of your handfome Houfe to view it nearer, and. 
walking up the Avenue within hvt Paces of the Cburt- 
Yard, he was taken ill of a iudden with a fort of I 
know not what ; but down he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Boun. Here, Scrub y Gipfey, all nm, get my Eafy- 
Chair down Stairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 
kim in quickly, quickly. 

Jrch. Heaven will reward your Ladyfliip for this 
charitable Ad. 

L. Boun. Is your Mailer us'd to thefe Fits ? 

Jrcb. O Yes, Madam, frequently j— I have known 
Jiim have five or fix of a Night. 

L. Boun, What's his Name ? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a Minute^s Care 
or Ncgledl may fave or deftroy his Life. 

L. Boun, Ah, poor Gentleman I Come, Friend, fiiew 
jne the way i I'll fee him brought in my (tLf, 

[Exit lAHtb Archer. 

Dor. O, Siller, my Heart flutters about ilnmgely ; I' 
can hardly forbear running to his Aflifiance. 

Mrs. 8ul. And I'll lay my Life he deferves your Af- 
fifiance more than he wants it : Did not I tell yoa that 
my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you ? Love's 
his Diftemper, and you mud be the Phyfician ; put on 
all your Charms, fummon all your Fire into your Eyes, 
plant the whole Artillery of your Looks againfl his 
Bread, and down with him. 

Dor, O, Sifter, I'm but a young Gunner, I ihall be 
afraid to (hoot, for fear the Piece fhou'd recoil, and 
hurt my felf. 

Mrs. Sul, Never ftar; you ihall fee me (hoot before 
you, if you. will. 

Dor, No, no, dear Sifter, you have mifs'd your Mark 
to unfortunately, that I ihan't care &r being inftrofted 
by you. 



Enter 
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Enier^AimweWiji a Chair y carried hf Archer tf«^ Scrub* 
£ai^ Bountiful^ Gipfey. Aimwell counterfeiting a 

L. Boun. Here, here, let's fee the Hartfliom Drops— 
Gipjiy, a Glais of fair Water, his Fit's very iirong.— 
Bias me, how his Hands are clinch'd! 

jirch. For fhame. Ladies, what d'ye do ? why don't 
you help us?— Pray, Madam, [To Dorlnda ] take 
his Hand, and open it, if you can, whihl 1 Koul .is 
Head. [Dorinda takes his Ha^d. 

Dor. Poor Gentleman ■ Oh iie has goc my 

Hand within his, and Squeezes it unmercifully. 

L. Boun, 'Tis the Violence of his Convulfion, Child. 

Arch, O, Madam, he's perfedUy pofleis'd in theie 
Cafes-— he'll bite you^ if you don't have a care. 

IkfT. Oh, my Hand I my Hand ! 

L. Boun, What's the matter with the Poolifh Girl? I 
have got his Hand open, you fee, with a great deal of 
Eafe. 

Ardf. Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's Hand is 
fomewhat warmer than your Ladyfliip's, and the Heat 
of it draws the Force of the Spirits that way. 

Mrs. SuL I find. Friend, you're very learned in thcfc 
fort of Fits. 

Arch. 'Tis no wonder. Madam, for I'm often trou- 
bled with them my felf ; I find my felf extremely ill 
at diis minute. [Looki/^ hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. [AJule.l I &ncy I cou'd find a way to cure 
you. 

L. Boun. His Fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than ufual. Madam:— Pray, young 
Laidjr, open his Bread and give him Air. 

L. Boun. Where did his lUnefs take him firiH, {H'ay ? 

Arch. To-day at Church, Madam. 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken ? 

Ai^ch. Very flrangely, my Lady. He wasof afudden 
touch'd with fomething in his Eyes, which at the firfl 
ke only fel^ but cou'd not tell whether 'twas Pain or 
Pleafure. 

C 4 L. Boun* 
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L. Bount. Wind, nothing but Wind. 
u^cH^. By foft degrees it grew and mounted to his 
Brain, there his Fancy caught it-? there form'd it fo 
beautiful, and drels'd it up in fuch gay, pleafmg . Co- 
lours, that his tranfported Appfetite feiz'd the fair Idea, 
and ftraight convey'd it to his Heart. That hofpitable 
Seat of Life fent all its fanguine Spirits forth to meet it, 
and open'd all its fiuicy Gates to take the Stranger in. 
L. Bount. Your Mafter (hou'd never go without a 

Bottle to fmell tO:: Oh! he recovers— —the 

Lavender- Water fome Feathers to burn under his 

Nofe Hungary -water to rub his Temples O, 

he comes to himieif. Hem a little. Sir, he m 
Gipfey^ bring the Cordial- Water. 

[Aimwelly^f«tr to awake in amaze. 
Dor. How do you do. Sir ? 

Jim. Where am I ? IRtfiffg* 

Sure I have pafs*d the Gulph of Silent Death, 
And now am landed on the Elyfian Shore——* 
Behold the Goddefs of thofe happy Plains, ' 
Fair Proferfine'^lex. me adore thy bright Divinity. 
[^Kneels to Dorinda, andkiffes her Hand, 
Mrs. ZuL Sq, fo, fo, I knew where the Fit would 
end. 

Aim, Eurjdicei perhaps——— 

How could thy Orpheus ke^ his Word, 
And not look back upon tlueei "> 

No Treafiire but thy felf could fure have br4i*d him 
To look one Minute off thee. 
L. Bount. Delirious, poor Gentleman. 
Jlrch, Very delirious. Madam, very delirious. 
Aim, Martin's Voice, I think. 
Arch, Yes, my Lofd— How does your Lordihipf 
L. Bouftt, Lord ! did you mind that. Girls ? 
' Aim, Where am I? 

Arch, In very good Hands, Sir You were taken 
jufl now with one of your old Fits, under the Trees, 
juftyby this good Lady's Houfe; her Ladyfhip had you 
taken in, and has miraculoufly brought yoatoyour fdf^ 
as you fee ■ 

Aim, 
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Aim, I am fo confounded with fl^me, Madam, that 

I can now only beg Pardon ——And refer my 

Acknowledgement for your Ladylhip's Care, till an Op- 
portunity offers of nuking fome amends-—! dare be 
no longer troublefome— »Afar//>!r, give two Guineas 
to the Servants. 

Dor, Sir, you may catch cold by going fo foon into 
the Air; you don't look. Sir, as if you were perfectly 
recovered. 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in Dumh-Jhe^^ 

Aim, That I fhall never be. Madam ; my prefent III- 
nefs is fo rooted, that I muil expe£l to carry it to my 
Grave. 

Mrs. ^ul. Don't defpair. Sir ; I have known feveral ia 
your Diftemper fhake it off with a Fortnight's Phyfick. 

L. Bount, Come, Sir, your Servant has been telling 
me that you're apt to relapfe if you go into the Air— Your 

good Manners fhan't get the better of ours You fhall 

fit down again. Sir : Come, Sir, we don't mind 

Ceremonies in the Country Here, Sir, my Service 

t*ye You fhall tatte my Water; 'tis a Cordial,! can 

afTure you, and of my own making— -Drink it off. Sir: 
[Aimwell drinks. "] And how d'ye find your felf now. Sir ? 

Aim, Somewhat better — ^tho' very faint ftill. 

L. Bount. Ay^ ay. People are always faint after thefe ' 
Fits. Come, Girls, you fhall fhew the Gentleman the 
.Houfe; 'tis but an old Family Building, Sir; but yoii 
-•had better walk about, and cool by degrees, than ven- 
ture immediately into the Air ^Youll find fbnic to- 
lerable Pidures.— Z>or/»</^, fhew the Gentleman the 
way. [^Exit,] I muft go to the poor Wonian below. 

Dor, This way. Sir. 

Aim, Ladies, fhall I beg leave for my Servant to 
.w^t on you, for he underltands Pi6lures very well. 

Mrs. Su/, Sir, we underdand Originals as well as he 
does Piftures, fo he may come along. 

[Ex> Dor. M-s. SuL. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 

Enter Foigard and Scrub, meeting. 

Foig. Saave you, Mafler Scruh, . 

C 5 . . Scruh . 
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Scruh. Sir, I won't b<J fav'd your way— I hate a 
Prieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the Devil « 
Sir, Vxa a bold BntQtij and will fpill the laft drop of 
my Blood to keep out Popery and Slavery.- 

Foig^ Mafter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in Poli- 
ticks, and fo I wou'd be fpeaking with Mrs. Gipjey, 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieft, you can't fpeak with her; 
(he's fick, Sirs (he's gone abroad. Sir; file's— dead, 
two Months ago. Sir. 

Enter Gi'pfej. 

G/^. How now. Impudence! How dare yoa talk lb 
faucily to the Dodlor ? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill ; for 
the Common People oi England &re not fo civil to 
Strangers, as 

Scrub, You lye, yon lye ;— 'tis the cotnmon People, 
fuch as you are, that are civilleft to Strangers. 

Gip. Sirrah, I have a good mind to ^Qet you 

out, I fay. 

Scrub, I won't. 

Gip. You wo'n't. Sauce-box— —Pray, Dodtor, what 
is the Captain's Name that came to your Inn lall Night? 

Scrub. The Captain ! ah, the Devil, there flie hampers 
me again ;— the Captain has me on one fide, and the^Priefl 
on t'other : — So between the Gown and Swot6^ I haye 
a fine time on't. — -But, Cedant armat^itg, \Gohig, 

Gip. What, Sirrah, wo'n't you march ? 

Scrub: No, my Dear, I wo'n't march— —but FU 
walk :—-^ And -I'll make bold to liften a little too. 

[Goes b^ind the Side-Scene, and liftens, 

Gip. Indeed, Dodtor, the Count has been barbat oufly . 
treated, that's the truth on't. 
' T&ig, Ah, Mrs. Gipfey, upon. my Shoul, now Gr^ his 
Complainings wou'd mollify the Marrow in your Bones, .- 
asul move the Bowels of your CommifSsrationi he veeps, 
and he dances, and he fifiles,and he fwears,and he laughs, .. 
and lie ilainps, ahdhe fmgs : In coaclulion, Joy, he's af- 
fl idled, a la Francois, and a Stranger wou'd not know 
whider to cry, or to' laugh with him. 

Gip, What wou'd you have xnc do, • Dodor ? 

" . , Foig. 
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Fng. Noting, Joy, but only hide the Coant in Mrs* 
Suiien''sQAo{ct, when it is dark. 

Gip, Nothing.' Is that nothing ? It woa*dbeboth a 
Sin and a Shame, Doctor. 

Foig. Here is twenty Lewidores^ Joy, for your Shame^ 
and I will give you an Abfolutien for the Shin. 

Gip. But won't that Money look like a Bribe ? 

FMg. Dat is according as you Ihall tauk it— If you 
receive the Money before-hand *twill be Logice a Bribes 
Iwt if yoa ftay till afterwards, *twill be only *a Gratifica- 
tion. 

Gip. Well, Doaor, PU take it Ltgice. But what 

inuft I do with my Confcience, Sir ? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, Joy ; I am your Pried, Grm^ 
and your Confcience is under my Hands. 

G/> But fhou'd I put the Count into the Clofct— — 

Foig. Veil, is dere any Shin for a Man's being in a 
Clofliet ? one may go to Prayers in a Clofhet. 

Gip, But if the £uiy ihou*d^ come into her Chamber 
and go to Bed? 

Foig, Vel, and is dere any Shin in going to Bed, Joy ? 

Gip^ Ay, but if the Parties fhou'd meet, Dodor ? 

Foig. Veil den — the Parties muft be reiponiible# 
*-— Do you be gone, after putting the Count in the Clo- 
fct, and leave the Shins wid thcmfblves— -I will come 
with ^e Count to infbod yon in your Chamber. 

Gip. Weli,DoAQr, your Religion is fo pure— methinks 
Tm (o eafy after an Abfolution, and can fin afrefh with 
fo much Securi^, that I'm refolv'd to die a Martyr to't. 
«r— -Here's the xity of the Garden-door; come in the 
back-way, when 'tis late— —I'll be ready to receive 
yoa ; but don^t fo much as whifper, only take hold of 
my. Hand: I'll lead you, and do you 1^ the Count, 
and follow me. [Exmntn 

Eniir Scrub. 

^tA. What Witchcraft now have thefe two Imps of 
the Devil been ^ batching here ? ■ There's twenty 

'tefwidoreii I heard that, and faw the Purfe: But I 
vnuft give room to my Betters. 

Entif 



\ 
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Enter Aimwell, leading Dorinda> and making Love in . 
Dumb'Shew, ^Mrs, Sul. aW Archer. 

Mrs. SuL Pray, Sir, [To Archer.] how d'ye like that 
Piece ? 

Arch. O, \is Leda. You find, Madam, how yir- 

fiter came difguis'd to make L#ve— - 

Mrs. SuL But what think you there of Jiexander'$ 
Battels ? 

- Jrch. We want only- a Le Brun^ Madam, to draw 
greater Battels, and a greater General of our .own > » 
li'hc Danuhe, Madam, wou*d make a greater Figure in 
a Picture than the Granicus ; and we have our RamelUet 
to match their Arbela, 

&frs. SdL Frayy Sir, what HeadJs that in the Cor-* 
ner there ? 

jircb. O, Madam, 'tis poor Ovid in his Exile. 

Mrs. Sul. What was he banilh'd for ? 
» ^rri. His ambitious Love, Madam, [Bowinj.'] His 
Misfortune touches me. 

Mrs. Sui. Was he fuccefsful in his Amours ? 

Jrch, There he has left us in the dark— He was 
too much a Gentleman to tell. 

Mrs. SuL If he were fecret, I pity him.^ 

Jrcb. And if he. Were fuccefsful, I envy him. 

Mrs . SuL How d'ye like that Fenus over the Chimney ? 

jfrch. Venus ! I proteft. Madam, I took it for your 
Pidure ; but now I look again, *tis not handfome enough. 
. Mrs. SuL Oh, what a Charm is Flattery ! if you won'd 
fee my Pidure, there it is, over that Cabinet *— .How ' 
d'ye like it ? 

Arch, I mud admire any thing. Madam, that has the 
leail Refemblance of you — ^— But methinks," Madam, 

*^ [He looks at the PiSture and Mrs. Sullen, three or 

four times, by /tfri?j.].Pray, Madam, who drew it? 

Mrs. SuL A famous Hand,. Sir. 

[Here Aimwell ^i«/Dprinda j-^^^^ 

Arch. A famous Hand, Madam! Your Eyes, in- 
deed, are featur'd there ; but whei^'s the fparkling Moi- 
ftore, fnining Fluid; in y(hick they fwim I Th« Pidux:e« 

in- 
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indeedy has your Dimples ; but whereas the Swarm of 
killing Cupids that fhould ambufh there ? The Lips too 
are figur*d out; but where*s the Carnation Dew» the 
))oating Ripenefs that tempts the Tatte in the Original ? 

Mrs. Sul. Had it been my Lot to have matched with 
fuch a Man ! [^Jtde. 

Arch, Your Breafts too ; prefumptuous Man f what ! 
paint Heaven ! A fropOfMsLddimi in the very next Pidlure 
is Salmaneus^ that was ftruck dead with Lightning, for 
oflFering to imitate *f<w^'s Thunder ; I hope you ierv'd 
the Painter fo, Madam. 

Mrs. SuL Had my Eyes the Power of Thunder, they 
ihouM employ their Lightning better. 

Arch, There's the finell Bed in that Room^ Madam ? 
I iiippofe *tis your Ladyfliip's Bed-Chamber ? 
♦ Mrs. SuL And what then. Sir ? 

Arch. I think the Quilt is the richeft that ever I faw. 
V I can't at this diftance^ Madam, dillinguifh the 

Pigures of the Embroidery : Will you give me leave. 
Madam? 

Mrs. Sul. The Devil take his Impudence- -Sure, if I 
gave him an Opportunity, he durft not offer it— —I have 

a great mind to try. [Going, Returns,'^ 'Sdeath, what 

ami doing ? And alone too ! Sifter, Sifter \ 

Arch. I'll follow her dofe '- * » 

~ For nvhere a Frenchman, /Arr^ attempt tofiorfity 

A Briton, furt, may nuellthe Work perform > [Going. 

Enter Scnxh, 

Scrub, Martin^ Brother ikTar/i/r. 
^ Arch, O Brother Scruhy I beg your Pardon, I was not 
a going : Here's a Guinea my MaRer order'd you. 

Scr3>, A Guinea ! hi, hi, hi, a Guinea I by this 

.Light it- is a Guinea ; but I fuppc^fe you exped one and 
twenty Shillings in Change. 

Arch, Not at all ; I have another for Gij>fey, 

Scr. A G uinca for her ! F ire and Fag got for thcWitch : 
—Sir, givemethat Guinea, and Flldifcovera Plot.* ^ 

w£rci&. APlot! 
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Scruh, Ay, Sir, a Plot, a horrid Plot— Firft, itmuft 
be a Plot, becauie there's a Woman in't: Secondly, it 
tnuft be a Plot becaafe there's a Prieft in't: ThircJJy, it 
inuft be a Plot, bccaufe there's French Gold in't : And 
Fourthly, it muli be a Plot> becaufe I don't know what 
to make on't. 

Jrth, Nor any body clfe, I'm afraid^ Brother ScruL 

Scruh, Truly I'm afraid fo tooj for where there's a 
Prieft and a Woman,therc's always a Myftery and a Rid- 
tile.*-^— This I know,, that there has been the Dodbar 
with a Temptation in one hand, and an Abfolution'inthe 
other, and Giffey has fold her felf to the Devil ; I faw the 
^rice paid down, my Eyes (hall take their Oath on't. 

Jrch, And is. all this Buftle abont Gipfiy? 

Scrub, That's not all ; I cou'd hear bat a Word hefle 
and there ; but I remember they mention'd a Count, a 
Clofet, a Back-door, and a Key. 

Jrch, Tht Count ! Did you hear nothing of Mrt.^«/^ii/ 

Scrub. I did hear fome Word that founded that way; 
but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd not di , 
-ftinguifh. 

Arch. You have told this matter to nobody. Brother! 

Scrub, Told ! No, Sir, I thank you for that j I'm re- 
folv'd never to fpcak one Word, fro nor rwr, till we have 
a Peace. 

Jrch, You're i'th* right, Brother Scruh ; here's a 
Treaty a-foot between the Count and the Lady. 
'The Prieft and the Chamber ^Maid afe Plenipotentiaues. 

* It ihall go hard, but I find a way to be included 

in the Treaty. Where's the Dodlor now? 

Scrub, He and Gipfey are this moment devouring my 
Lady's Marmalade in the Clofet. 

Mm. {From <without.'] Martin! Martin/ 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. 

Scr, But you forget the other Guinea, Brother Martin* 

Arch, Here, I give it with all my Heart. 
• Scrub. And I take it with all my Soul. [Exennt/r«tv- 
'rally.'\ Pcod, Til fpoil your Plotting, Mrs. Gipfey 5 and 
if you fliou'd fet the Captain upon me, thefe two Gur- 
neas will buy me o£ 

tenter 
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Enter Mrs, Sullen am! Dorinda, msetliig.' 

Mrs, Suh Well, Sifter. 

Der, And welly Sifter. 

Mrs. Sul, What's become of nay Lord ? 

Dor, What*s become .of his Servant? 

Mrs. Sul, Servant! He's a prettier Fellow, and a finer 
Gentleman by fifty degrees thai;i his Mafter. 

Dor J O* my Conicience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
Fellow Bt the Gallows-foot. 

Mrs. SuL O' my ContciencelGou*d,providedIcoa*d 
put a Friend of yours in his room ? 

Dor. You defu'd me, Sifter, to leanre you, when you 
tranfgrefs'd the Bounds of Honour. 

Mrs. Sul. Thou dear cenforious. Country-Girl— —• 
What doft mean ? You can't think of the Man with- 
out the Bedfellow^ I iind. ^ 

Dor, I don't find any thing unnatural in thatThought; 
while the Mind is conyerfant with Flefh and ^iood, it 
jnuft conform to the Huipours of the Company. 

Mrs. Sul How a little Love ^d Converfatidn inn- 
prove a Woman ! Why, Child, you begin to live— 
.you naver fpoke before. v 

Dor. Becaufe I was never fpoke to before:/ My .Lord 
has told me, that I have more Wit and Beauty thanany 
of my Sex ; and truly I begin to think the Man is fincere^ 

Mrs. Sul, Vou^re in the right, Dorinda ; Pride is the 
Life of a Wpman^ and Flattery is our daily Bread ; and 
ihe's a. Foci that won't believe a Man there, as much as 
Ihe that believes him in any thingelfe— ^But I'll lay you 
a Gttinea,jiuit I had finer things faid to me than you had. 

Dor. Done ^What did your Fellow fay to ye ? 

Mrs. Sul, My Fellow took the Pidare of Venus for 
mine* 

Dor, . But my Lover took me for Vtnus her felf. 

Mrs. SuL Common Cant ! Had my Spark call'd me a 
V^nus dire^^ly , I ihoa^d have believ'd him a Madman in 
good earneft. . . 

: Dor, But my Lover was upon his Knees to me. 

Mrs. Sul* And mine Wgs upon his Tiptoes to me. , 

t>or. 
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Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. 
Mrs. Su/. Mine fwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine fpoke the foftcft moving things. 
Mrs. Su/. Ay, ay, miive had his moving things too. 
Dor. Mine kifs'd my Hand ten thoufand times. 
Mr3. Su/. Mine has all that Pleafuretocome. 
Dor. Mine ofFer'd Marriage. 
Mrs. Su/. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing? 
Dor. The (harpeft Arrow in his Quiver,my dear Sifter; 

^Why, my ten thoufand Pounds may lie brooding 

here this feven Vears, and hatch nothing at laft but fome- 
ill-natur'd Clown like yours :— Whereas, if I marry 
my Lord Jtmive//, there will be Title, Place and Prece- 
dence, the Park, the Play,and the Brawing-Room,SpIen- 
dor. Equipage, Noifc,and Flambeaux.— .Hey,my Lady 

Jimwe/rs Servants there Lights, Lights to the 

Stairs My Lady Aitn'we/Ps Coach ; put forward— 

Stand by; make room for her Lady fliip. Are not 

theCe things moving ? What ! melancholy of a fudden ? 
Mrs. Su/. Happy, happy Sifter ! your Angel has been 
watchful for your Happinefs, whilft mine has flept re- 
gardlefs of his Charge— Long fmiling Years of circling 
Joys for you, but not one Hour for me \ [fFeefsl 

Dor. Come, my Dear, we'll talk of fomething elfe! 
Mrs. Su/. ODorinda^ I own my felf a Woman full of 
my Sex, a gentle, generous Soul,— eafy and yielding 
tofoft Defirej a fpacious Heart, where Love and all 
his Train might lodge : And muft the fair Apartment of 
my Breaft be made a Stable for a Brute to lie in ? 
Dor. Meaning your Hufband, I fuppofe? 
Mrs. Su/. Hufband ! No,— -Even Hulband is too {ohz. 
Name for him —But come, I expeft my Brother here 
to-night or to-morrow; he was abroad when my Father 
married me ; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eafy . 
Dor. Will you promife not to make your felf eafy in 
the mean time witJi my Lord's Friend ? 

Mrs. Su/. You miftake me. Sifter— It happens with 
us,as among the Men,the greateft Talkers are the greatefl: 
Cowards; and there's a ReAfon for it; thofe Spirits 
are fpent in Pjattle, which might do more Mifchief i£ 

the/ 
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they took another Courfe Tho% to confefs the 

Truth, Idoilove that' Fellow;— —And if I met him 
dreft as he fhould be, and I undreft as I (hould be— ^ 
Look'e, Sifter, I have no fopematural Gifts; I 

can't fwear I cou'd reM the Temptation, the' I 

can fafely promife to avoid it; and that's as much as 
the beft of us can do. {^Exeunt, 

Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 

Arch, And the awkard Kindnefs of the good Mother- 
ly old Gentlewoman. — ' 

Aim, And the coming Eaiinefs of the young one— « 
*Sdeath, 'tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, U you adhere to thofe Principles, flop 
where you are. 

Aim. I can't ftop ; for I love her to diftrafUon. 

Arch. 'Sdeath, li you love her a Hair*s-breadth be- 
yond Difcretion, you muft go no Luther. 

Aim. Well, w^l, anythingtodeliver us from faun- 
tering away our idle Evenings at White\ Tom% or 
WilP%^ and be ftinted to bare looking at our old Ac- 
quaintance, the Cards, becaufe our impotent Pockets 
can't afford us a Guinea fer the Mercenary Drabs. 

Arch. Or be obliged to fome Furfe-proud Coxcomb 
for a icandalous Bottle, where we-muft not pretend to 
our ihare of the Difcourie, becaufe we can't pay our 
Club o'th' Reckoning : Damn it, I had rather 

fpongeupon Morris^ and fup upon a Diih of Bofaea 
fcor'd behind the Door. 

Aim. And there expofeourwantof Senfe by talking 
Criticifms, as we fliou'd our want of Money by railing 
at the Government. 

Arch. Or be obliged tofneak into the Side-box, and 
between both Houfes deal two A6b of a Play ; and be- 
caufe we ha'n't Money to fee the other three, we come 
away difcontented, and damn the whole five. 

Aim. And ten thouland rafcally Trick s — ■ ■ -had 
we out-liv'd our Fortones among our Acquaintance.— 
Btttno W " ■■ ^ 11 <i 

Archm 
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Arch. Ay 9 now is the time to prevent all this— Stnke 

ivhile the Iron is hot ^This Pricft is the luckieft part 

of onr Adventures he ihall marry you, and pimp forme. 

Jim. But I fhould not like a Woman that can be fo 
fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, Neceffity has no Law j the Lady mav 
be in Diftrefs; perhaps fhe has a confounded Huiband, 
and her Revenge may carry her Luther than her Love— 
Egad, I have lo good an Opinion of her» and of myfelf, 
that I begin to oncy ilrange things; and we muft iay 
this for the Honour of our Women, and indeed of our 
felves, that they do flick to their Men, as they do to ^ 

thtirMi^na Charta If theTlot lies as I fufpe£t— * J 

I muft put on the Gentlema n B ut tere combes the 

DoQsor: I AaU be ready, 

£n^ Foigard. 

Foig. Saave you. noUe Friend. 

Am. O Sir, your ^errant: Pray, Ddftori may I ^ 
crave your Name? 

Frig. Fat Naam is upon me ? My Naam is FoigArd^Joy. 

Aim. /^pEir^/ A verygoodNameforaCI^;gymfln: 
Pray, 'DoQior Fngard^' were you ever in Ireland? 

Fhig. Ireland! No, Joy--*-F«t fort of Plaaceis dat 
iham Ireland f dey lay de People Are catch*d diere when 
dey are yowig. 

Aim. And fotte of '«m Jkm w)Ma they're old >-^-«-as ^ 
ibr £jauBpl^-«-*{r«(f/ Foigard hy theJhinJder.l Sir^ I J 
arreft you as aTraytor againil the Governmeiitfi y^A're 
a Babjed^ of Ei^iand^ and this Morning ihew'd me a 
Commiilioa by which you ierv'd as Chaplain in the 
French Army: This is Death by mul^vf, and y«ur 
&ewrente taaSt hahe fort. 

Frig, Upon my mouU tiobte Friend, dis is finulge 
News yon tell me. Fader Frigard a Suited of England f 
de Sen of a Burg/mafter of Br^fils a Sulked t£Engla^d! 
Ubeeboo' ■ >■ ■ 

Mm. The Son of a Sog-tradcx in Ireloftdi Shv 
your Tongue will condemn you btfiwaaay Bench, in 
the King£m. fo^g*- 
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jRn^. And ts my ToBfgue all your £yidenfh> Joy f 

^im. That's enough. 

Foig. No, no, Joy, for I will never {peak £xr^/^ no 
xnore. 

^tm. Sir, I have other Evidence*— —Here* Martitt% 
you know this Fellow. 

Entei^ Archer. 

Arch, [In a Brogue] Saave you, my dear Cuflenj 
how does your Hedth ? 

Foi^, Ah! Uponmylhoul dereismy Coimtrynian, 
and his Brogue will hang mine: [^Afide,]i4ynber€^ Ick wet 
neat ^watthey xachti JckUnit/erfion etue neat, JkcramOJft. 

Aim, Altering your Xangaage won't do> Sir, this Fel- 
low knows your Ppribn, and will fwear to your Face, 

Fmgi Faafh !Fey, is dere a Brogueupoa my Faaih too? 

Arch. Upon my Soulvation dei« ilh Joy ■*Bnt» 

^y&xiMackJhan§f yil you not put a Remembrance up- 
on me. 

Foig, Mackjhmui By St. Pstrici, datifli my Naame 
Ihare oiough. 

Aim, 1 hmcy Archer^ you have k. 

Foig. The Devil kangyoo, Joy*— -By fit Aeqpain* 
tance are you my CulTen? 

Arch, O.debevil hang your Ihelf, Joy; you know 
we were little Boys togedempon de School, and your 
Fofler-Moder^s Son was married upon my Nurfe's Chi- 
fter, Joy, ^d fo we are Iryh Cuffens. ; 

Foig, De Devil taakede Relation I Vel, Joy, and bt 
School was it? 

Arcb. I think it was ■ A ay— — *tyas Tifferafy. , 

Fo^, Now, upon m)r Shoul, Joy, it was Ki/ient^^ 

Ami That's enough Tor us— -Self-confcflion— ~— 
Come, Sir, we moft deliver you into the Hands of the 
next Magiftrate. 

Arch, He fends you to Goal, you're tried next 
Affizes, aikl away you go fwing into Purgatory. 
. Foig. And is it lb wm you, Cit^n? 

Arch, Itvil befowidyou, CuiTen, if you don't i»i- 
mediateljr ton&fs. tlie Secret between you and Mrs. 

Gipfoy 
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Gifi/y ' "Look'e, Sir, the Gallows or the Secret, 

take your Choice. 

Foig, The Gallows ? upon my Shoul I hate that (hame 
Gallows, for it is a Difeaihdat is fatal to our Family— 
Vel, den, thete is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mrs. 
Su/Ufi would fpeak wid the Count in her Chamber At 
Midnight; and dere is no harm, Joy, for I am to con- 
dud the Count to the Plafti my felf. 

Jrch. As I guefs'd— — Have you communicated 
the Matter to the Count ? 

Foig. I have not ftiecn him (ince. 

j4rcff. Right agen; why then Doctor,— —you 
fhalt condu£i me to the Lady inflead of the Count. 

Fogg, Fat, my CufTen to the Lady ! Upon my Shoul> 
gra, dat is too much upon the Brogue. 

jircL Come, come, Dodor ; confider we have got a 
Rope about your Neck, and if you offer to fqueak, we'll 
Hop your Wind-pipe, mod certainly ; we fliall have an- 
other Job for you in a Day or two, I hope. 

jiim, Here^s Company comihg this way, let's into 
my Chamber, and there concert our Affairs farther. 

Arcb. Come, my dear Cufren,cOme along. [Exeunt^ 

Ffiig. Arra the Devil taake our Relalbion. 

Enfer Boniface, Hounflow, a»J Bagfhot af one Door, 

Gibbet at the ofpofite, 

Gib. Well, Gentlemen, 'tis a fine Night for Enter- 
prize. 

Hoitn/, Dark as Hell. 

Bag, And blows like the Devil ; our Landlord here 
has Ihew'd us the Window where wc muft break in, and 
tells us the Plate Hands in the Wainfcoat Cupboard in 
the Parlour. 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag/hot^ as the Saying is. Knives 
and Forks, Cups and Cans, Tumblers and Tankards— 
There's one Tankard, as the Saying is, that's near upon 
as big as me ; it was a Prefent to the 'Squire from his 
Godmother, and (xnells of Nutmeg and Toad: like an 
Eafi' India Ship. . 

munf. Then you &y we moft divide at the Stair-head. 

Bon^ 
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Ban, Yes, Mr. Hounjlowy as the Saying is At one 

end of the Gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and her / 
Daughter; and at the other^ Mrs. ^«//risr— — As for the 
'Squire- 

Gib, He's fafe enough, I have &irly entered him, arid 
he's more than half Seas over already^— -But fuch a 
Parcel of Scoundrels are about him now, that, Tgad, 
I was aiham'd to be feen in their Company. 

Bon. 'Tis now Twelve, as the Saying is— Gentle- 
men, you mull fet out at One. 

Gib, Hounjhwi do you and Bagfiot fee our Arms 
>fjx'd, and I'll come to you prefently. 

Hdunf. and Bag, We will. [Exeunt. 

Gib, Well, my dcsLT Bonny, you aiTure me that ^rr»i 
IS a Coward. 

Bon, A Chicken, as the Saying is— You'll have no 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies. 

Gib, And I can aiTure you. Friend, there's a great 
deal of Addrefs and good Manners in robbing a Lady ; 
I am the moft a Gentleman that way that ever travell'd 

"*Uie Road But, my dear Bonny , this Prize will be 

a Galleon, a Figo Bufmefs-— I warrant you, we ihall 
bring off three or four thoufand Pound. . 

Bon, In Plate, Jewels, and Money, as the Sayingis, 
you may. 

Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee; I'll get up to 
Town, fell off my HoHe and Arms, buy my lelf fomc 
pretty Employment in the Law, and be as mug and as 
honefl as e'er a long Gown of 'em all. 
^ Bon. And what think you then of my Daughter 
Ci^^rr^for a Wife? 

Gib, Look'e, my dear Bonny-^Cherry is the GodiUfs 
I adorey as the Song goes; but it is a Maxim, that Man 
and Wife fhould never have it in their power to hang 
one another J for if they ihould, the Lord have mercy 
on 'em both. lExeunt. 



The END of the Fourth ^CT. 
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Scene continues. Knocking without^ 

Enter Boniface. 

JBen. f^ Oming, coming A Coacli and ^t^ foaming 

V^ Horfes at this time 6' Night ! Some great 
Man, as the Saying is, for he fcoms to travel with 
other People. 

Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 

^ir Of. What, Fellow ! A publick Hoafe> and a-bed 
Yihen other People fleep? 

Bon, Sir, I aVt a-bed, as the Saying is. 

Sir Cb. I fee that, as the Saying is ! Is Mr. Su//ea*s 
Family a-bed, think'e? 

Bon, All but the *Squire himfelf. Sir, as the Saying 
is, he's in the Houfe. 

Sir CL What Company has he ? . 

Bon, Why, Sir, there's the Conftable, Mr. Gage the 
Excifeman, the hunch-back'd Barber, andtwo or three 
other Gentlemen. 

Sir Ck I find my Sifter's Letters gave mc the tnic 
Pidlure of her Spoufe. 

Enter Sullen drunk. 

Son, Sir, here's the Squire. 

Sul. The PupjMes left mc aflecp— — — Sir. 

Sir Ch, Well, Sir. 

SuL Sir, I am an unfortunate Man-*-^I have three 
thoufand Pound a Year, and I can't get a Man to drink 
a Cup of Ale with me. 

Sir Ch, That's very hard. 

Sul. Ay, Sir,— And unlefs you have pity on me, 
and fmoke one Pipe with me, I muft e'en go home 

to 
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to jtny Wife, and I had rather go to the Devil by half. 

Sir Cb, But I prcfume, Sir, you wo' n't Tee your 
Wife to-night, (he'll be gone to Bed-— you don't ufe 
to lie with your Wife in that Pickle ? 

Sui, What ! not lie with my Wife ? Why, Sir,do yoit 
take n»fbr an Atheift» or a Rake ? 

Sir Ch, If you hate her» Sir» I think yon had better 
lie from her. 

Sui. I think fo too^ Friend— ^— But I am a JufUioe 
of Peace, and moft do nothing againft the Law. 

Sir. Ch, Law ! As I take it» Mr. Juitice, aq body ob* 
ferves Law for Law^s &ke, only fer the good of thofe 
for whom it was made. 

SuL But if the Law orders noie to fend you to Goal* 
y^ou muft lie there, my FricikL 

Sir Ch. Not unleis I conunk a Crime to deferve it. 

SuL A Crime ! Oons, a'n't I married ? 

Sir Ch, Nay, Sir, if you call Marriage a Crime, yoa 
muft difbwn k for a Law. 

SuJ. £hl—- «<-Imuft be acquainted withirou. Sir: 
But, Sir, I ihou'd be very glad to know tiifi 
Truth of this Matter. ' 

Sir Cb» Truth, Sir, is a profound Sea;, and few theie 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
on't. Beiides, Sir, Pm afraid the Line of your Under- 
ftanding may 'n't be long enough. 

Sul, Xook'e, Sir, 1 have nothing to fay to yoar Sea 
of Truth, but if a good Paocel of Land can eotide a 
IvIsA ta ft little TrutA^ I haveas much as any He in the 
County. 

Bon. I never heard your Worfkip, as the Saying is, 
talk fb much before. 

SuL Becaufe I never met with a Man that I lik'd 
before. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the Saying is^ let me afk you one 
Queflion : Are not Man and Wife one Flefh ? 

Sit C^. You and your Wife, Mr Gk/j, may be one 

Fleih, becaufe you are nothing elfe— But rational 

Creatures have Minds that muit be united. 

SuL Minds! 

Sir 
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Sir Ch. Ay, Minds, Sir ; don't you think that the 
Mind takes placeof the Body ! 

SuL In fome People 

Sir Cb- Then the Intereft of the Mafter muft be con- 
fulted before that of his Servant. 

Sui, Sir, you {hall dine with me to-morrow ■ 

Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Cb. I know that my two Hands are naturally 
one, becaufe they love one another, kifs one another, 
help one another in all the A£lions of Life ; but I could 
not fay fo much, if they were always at Cuffs. 

SuL Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Cb, Why don't you part with her. Sir? 

SuL Will you take her. Sir? 

Sir Cb. With all my heart. 

Sui. You {hail have her to-morrow Momingy and a 
Venifon-Pafty into the Bargain. 

Sir Cb, You'll let me have her Fortune too ? 

Sul, Fortune ! why. Sir, I have no Quarrel to her 
Fortune' I only hate the Woman, Sir; and noiic 
but the Woman fhail go. 

Sir Cb, But her Fortune, Sir » 

Sui, Can you play at Whi&, Sir I 

Sir Cb, No, truly. Sir. 

Sul, Nor at All- fours? 

Sir Cb, Neither. 

Sul, Oons! where was this Man bred? [Jjide.'\'Bvim 
me, Sir, I can't go home, 'tis but Two a-clock. 

Sir Cb. For h5f an Hour, Sir, ifyoupleafe- 
But you muft confider 'tis late. ^ 

SuL Late! that's the Reafon I can't go to Bed— —» 
Come, Sir ■ 

£ftter Cherry, runs acrofs tb$ Stare, and knocks at Aim- 
well's Cbamber-dtor. Enter Aimwell in his Nigbt* 
cap and G<ywn. 

Aim. What's the matter? You tremble. Child, you're 
frighted? 

Cber, No wonder. Sir— But in fhort. Sir, this very 
Minute a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Lady 
Bountifui^s Houfe. Ji^ii 



'.-'5* 

?». . . 
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Jim, How ! 

Cher, I d6gg*d *cin to the very Door, and left 'em 
breaking in. 

Jim, Have you alarm'd any body elfe with the 
News ? 

Cher. No, no. Sir; I wanted to have dircover*fl the 
whde Plot, and twenty other things, to your Man lAar- 
thi but I have fearch'd the whole Houfe, and can't 
find him : where is he ? 

Jim, No matter. Child; will you guide me imme« 
diately to the Houfe ? 

C^^. With all my heart. Sir; my LaAv Bountiful i% 
my Godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda to well u 

Jim. DorinJa ! The Name infpixes me, the Glory 

and the Danger fhall be all my own Come, my Life, 

kt me but get my Sword. {^Exeunt, 

ScEKE changes to a Bed-chamher in Lady BountifiilV 

Houfe, 

Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda, undrefidi a Table 

and Lights, 

Dor, 'T is very late. Sifter; no News of your Spoufc 
yet? 

Mrs, 5»/. No; I'm condemn'd to be alone 'till to- 
-jivards Four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 
ttvith his Company. 

T Dor, Well, my Dear, Til leave you to your Reft; 
^ouUl go dire£lly tP Bed, I fuppofe. 

Mrs. SuL I don't know what to do :— Hey-ho ! 

Dor, That's a deiiring Sigh, Sifter. 

Mxs.Sul. This is alanguifhing Hour, Sifter. 

Dor. And might prove a critical Minute, if the pretty 
Fellow were here- 

Mrs. Sul, Here f what in my Bed-chamber, at two 
a -clock i'th' Morning, I undrefs'd, the Family afleepj 
my hated Husband abroad, and my lovely Fellow at 
my Feet-r— O gad. Sifter. 

Dor, Thoughts are free. Sifter, and them I allow 
you— —So, my Dear, good night. lExit. 

D Mr». 
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Mrs, Sui. A good Reft to my desur Dorinda. 



Thoughts free! are they fo? Why then Ibppofe him 
hefe, drcfs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning Bride- 
groom ; IHere Archer [fieaii out of the Cloj€t.\ with 
Tongue enchanting, Eyes bewitching, Knees implo« 
Ting. \^urn5 a little on one fide^ and Jees ArcYitr in the 
Poflurejhe defcrihes.'] Ah I [Shrieks ^ and runs to the 9the¥ 
fiieofihe ^tageJ\ Have my Thoughts rais'd a Spirit? 
^— .What arc you. Sir, a Man-or a Devil? 

Arch, A Man, a Man-, Madam. C-^^^gj 

Mrs. 5tf/. How (hall I be fure of it ? 

Arch, Madam, Fll give you Demonftration this Mi-r 
nute. [Takes her Hand. 

Mrs. f«^ What, Sir? do you intend to be rude? ! 

Arch, Yes, Madam, if you pleafe. 

Mrs. SuL In the Name of Wonder, whence came ye ? 

Arch, From the Skies, Madam I'm a Jupiter in 

Love, and you fliall be my Alcmena, 

Mrs. ^ul. How came you in ? 

Arch. I flew in at the Window, Madam ; your Odu- 
fin Cupid lent me his Wings, and your Sifter Venus 
open'd the Cafement. . 

Mrs. Zul, Fm ftruck dumt) with Admiration. 

Ar<h, And I with Wonder. [Looks pajponately at her ^^ 

Mrs. SuL What will become of me f 

Arch, How beautiftil ftie looks ! The teeming 

jolly Spring fmiles in her blooming Face, and v/hen ^ixi 
was concciv'd, her Mother fmelt to Rofcs, loak'd onj 
Lillies— ■ » 

Lillies unfild their WJnte, their fragrant Charms^ 

When the ^warm Sun thus darts into their Arms, 

[Runs to her, 

Mrs. Sul, Ah ! [Shrieks.^ 

Arch, Oons, Madam, wJiat do you mean ? You*ll 
raife the Houfe. 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, Til wake the Dead before Fll bear this. 
>■ What ! Approach me with the Freedoms of a 

Keeper ! I'm elad on*t/'yoUr Impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. If this be Impudence, [Kneels] I leave to your 
partid fdf i QO pan;ting Pilgrim^ after a tedious, pain^ 

fill 
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fell Voyage, e'er bow'd before his Saint with more De- 
votion. 

. Mrs. SuL Now, now, Pm ruin'd if he kneels. [AJtde.1 
Riie thou prqilrate Engineer ; not all thy undermining 
Skill (hall reach my Heart— — Rife, and know I am a 
Woman without my Sex ; I can love to all the Tendcr- 
Befs of Wi(hes, Sighs, and Tears— ^But go no farther. 
Still to convince you that I'm more than Woman, 
I can fpeak my Frail^, confefs my -Wearknefs even for 

you but ■ ^ 

A^cb. For me ! [Going to lay bold on her, 

Mrs. Sul.' Hold, Sir, build not upon thnt ^for my 

moil mortal Hatred follows, if you difobey what I 

icommand you now— r— lestve me this Minute If h^ 

denies, Tm loft. {JJide. 

Arch, Then you'll promife 
Mrs. ^uL Any thing another time, 
^rc^. WhenfhattIc<Mne? 
Mrs.S«/. To-morrow, when you will. 
' Arch, Ybui" Lips muft feal the Promife. 
MtB.Sul. Pfhawl 

Arch. They muft, they muft, {^Kiffes her."] Raptures 
and Paradife! And why not now, my Angel? The 
Time, the Pkce, Silence and Secrefy, all confpire' — 
And the now confcious Stars have pre-ordain'd this 
Moment for my Happinefs. {^akes her in his Arms. 
Mrs. SuL You will not, cannot, fure. 
Arch. If the Sun rides faft,. and difappoints not Mor- 
tals of tp-morrow's Dawn, this Night (hall crown my 
Joys. 

Mrs. S^hL My Scs^s Pride affift me. 

^rtk My Se:i's Strength help me. 

Mrs. Sul. You (hall kill me firft. 

Arch, ril die with you. [Carrying her ojf. 

Mrs. SuL Thieves, Thieves, Murder— — 

inter Scrub, in his Breeches and one Shof, 

Scrub. Thieves, Thieves, Murder, Popery? 
Arch. Ha ! the very timorous Stag will kill in Rut- 
jting-time. [Draws^ andojfen toftab Scrub. 

D 2 Scrub. 
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Scrub. [Kneeling.'] Opray, Sir, fpare all I have, and 
take my £ife. 

Mrs. SuL [Holding Archer'/ Hand.] What does the 
Fellow mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, down npon your Knees, your 
Marrow-bones— —he*s one of them. 

Arc6. Of whom? 

Scrub. One of the Rogues I beg your Pardon, 

one of the honeft Gentlemen that juil now an? Jstroke in- 
to the Houfe. 

Jrch: How f 
X Mrs. Sul. I hcye you did not come to rob me ? 

Jrch. Indeed I did. Madam, but I wou'd have taken 
nothiiig but what you might very well ha* fpar'd ; but 
y.our crying Thieves has wak*d this dreaming Fool^ 
and fo he takes 'em for granted. 

Scrub. Granted! 'tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 

Mrs.5«/. The Fellow looks as if he were broke out 
of Bedlam. 

Scrub. OoBS, Madam, they are broke into the Houfe 
with Fire and Sword J I faw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this Minute. 

ArcL What, Thieves-! 

Scrub. Under favour. Sir, I think fou 

Mrs. Sul. What ihall we do. Sir ? 

.Jrch. Madam, I wilh your Ladyfhip a good Night. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? 

Jrcb^ Leave you ! L^rd, Madam« did not you com- 
mand me to be gone jud now, upon pain of your im- 
mortal Hatred. 

Mn.Sul. Nay, but pray, Sii*— 

[Taies hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my itum to b^ ra- 
•vifh'd— — You "Tee now. Madam* youinuftufe Men one 
way or other ; but tak^ this by the way, good Madam, 
that none but a Fool will give you the Benefit of his 
Courage, uniefs you'll take his Love along with it 
How are they arm'd, Friend ? 
. ScrMb. With Sword and Piibl,.Sir. 

Arch* 
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Arch, Hufh ! — I fee a dark Lanthom coming thro* 

the Gallery Madam^ be affured I will protcft you, 

or lofe my Life. 

Mrs. W. Your Life! no Sir, they can rob me of no- 
thing that I value half fo much; therefore now. Sir, let 
me in treat you to be gone. 

Jrch, Noi Madam, I'll corrfult my own Safety, for 
'the fake of yours ; Til work by Stratagem : Have you 
Courage enough to fland the Appearance of*em? 

Mrs. SuL Yes, yes, fmce I have 'fcaped your Hands, 
I can face any thing. 

Arcb. Come hither^ Brother ^^rn/^ ;- don*c you know 
rac? 

^ruh. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kifs thee. 

[ATf^x Archer. 

jtrch, Thfs way— Here 

[Archer ^^^ Scrub hide behind the Bed* 

EnUr Gibbet 'with a dark Lanthom in one Hand, and 

aPiJiolinfother. 

Gih, Ay, ay, this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 

Mrs, SitL Who are you. Sir \ What. wouM you have ? 
D'ye confer to rob me f 

Gib. Rob you! Alack-a-day, Madam> Fra only a 
younger Brother, Madam ; and fo. Madam, if you 
make a Noife, I'll ftioot you through the Head: But 
don't be afraid. Madam, [Laying his Lantl^om andFifiol 
upon the Tab/e.} Thefe Rings, Madam ; don't be con- 
cern'd. Madam ;^ I have a profound Refpedl for you, 
' Madam i your Keys, Madam ; don't be frighted, Ma- 
. dam>; I'm the mod of a Gentleman : [Searching her 
Packets.'] This Necklace, Madam; I never was rude to 
any Lady ! I have a Veneration— —for this Neck- 
lace— —*[H^rf Archer halving come rounds and feizd the 
Fifioh takes Gibbet by the Collar y trifs up his Heels, 
and ciaps the Piftol to bis Breaft, 

Arch. Hold, profane Villain, and take the Reward 
,of thy Sacrilege. 

Gib. Oh ! pray. Sir, don't l^ill me j I an't prepared. 
Arch^ How many is there of 'em, ^crub ¥ 

D 3 ^crub. 
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^cruh. Five and Forty, Sir. 

Arch. Then I mufl kill the Villain, to have him oat 
of the way. 

Gih, Hold! hold! Sir; we are bat three, upon my 
Honour. 

Arch. Scruhf will you undertake to fecnre him ? 

Scruh, Not I, Sir, kill him, kill him. 

Arch, Run to Gip/efs Chamber, there youUl find the 
Dodor ; bring him hither prefendy. 

[Exit Scrub running: 
Come, Rogue, if you have a fhort Prayer, fay it. 

Gilf, Sir, I have no Prayer at all; the Government 
has provided a Chaplain to fay Prayers for us on thcfe 
Occafions. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don^t kill him— ^— You fright 
me as much as him. 

Atcif. The Dog ihall die. Madam, for being theoc- 
cafion of my Diiappointment—— Sirrah, this Moment 
Ss your laft. 

Gih. Sir, ril give you two hundred Pounds to fpare 
my Life. 

Arek. Have you no more, Raical? 

Gih. Yes, Sir, I can command four himdred; btirl 
Vioft referve two of *em to fave my Life at the Seffions* 

tnf€r Scrub atui Foigard. 

Ai'ch. Here, Dodor; I fuppofe ^cr«^ and you, bt- 
tween you, may manage him ■■ Lay hold of htn), 
Dodor. [Foigard Jays hold e^Gibbet. 

Gib, What ! turnM over to the Prieft already -. 
Look'e, Dodor, you come before your tisie i I a^o^'t 
condemned yet, I thank ye. 

Foig, Come, my dear Joy, I vil iecure your Body 
and your Shoul too: I vil make you a good Catholick, 
and give you an AbTolution. 

Gib. Abfolution! can you procure me a Pardoo^ 
Do£br? 

Fpig. No, Joy 

Gib. Then you and yoor Abfolution may go to the 
Devil. 

Arch*' 
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Arch, Qoxivpy him into the Cellar, there bind him : 
■Take the Piilol, and if he offers to rdiic, (hoot 



him thro' the Head— ——and come back to us with all 

the Speed you can. 

Scrub. Ay, ay ; come, Dodor, do you hold him fa^, 
and Til guard him. 

Mrs. HuL Bat how came theDo£lor? 

Jrcb, Infhort, Madam [Shrieking 'without^ 

'Sdeath ! the Rogues are at work with the other La- 
dies I'm vcx'd I parted with the Piilol; but I mull 

fly to their Affillance. — Will you flay here. Madam, 
f>K venture your (elf with me ? 

Mvs.SuL Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

[Takes him by the Army and Exeunt. 

Scene changes to another Apartment in the Jame 

Hottfe, 

Snt^ Hounflow drawing the Lady Bountiful, and 
Bagftiot baiJiiling in Sorinda j the R^ues with Swords 
drwwHn 

Hounf. Come, come, your Jewel*, Miftrcft. 
Bagjb. Your Keys, your Keys, old Gcntlewomao. 

Enter Aimwcll and Cherry. 
Aim. Turn this way. Villains j I durft engage an 
Army in fuch a Caufe. [^^ «f *^ ^^« ^^'*- 

nor, O, Madam ! had I but a Sword to hdp the 

fcravc Man! . ^ , . • .x- 

L. Bbunf. There's thi«c or four hanging up in.ttt 

Hall} but they won't draw. TU go fetch one, how- 

ever. \hxi$. 

Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

ArS. Hold, hold, my Lord; every Man his Bird. 

pray. [^^ engage Man to Man ; the Rogues are 

'^ thvumdawM, oMddifarmed. 

Cher. What! the Rogues taken! then they 11 im- 
oeach my Father ! I mutt ffft him timely Notice. 

*^ * . \Runsout. 

Arch. Shdlwekffld-Rogae,? ^.^^ 
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Jhn, No, no ; we'll bind diem. 

Arcb, Ay, ay ; here. Madam, lend me your Garter. 

[7^ Mrs. Sullen, miho ftands by him. 

Mrs. iW. The Devil's in this Fellow; he fights,love5, 
and banters, all in a Breath : Here's a Cord that the 
Kogues brought with 'em, I fuppofer 

Arch, Right, right; the Rogue's Deftiny, a Rope to 

hang himfelf Come, my Lord, this is but a 

fcandalous fort of an Office; [Binding the Rogues^ toge- 
ther.l if our Adventures fhou'd end in this fort of Hang^ 
man- work ; but I hope there is fomething in profpeft 

that [Enter ScrubJ Well, Seruby have you feeur'd 

your 'Tartar ? 

Scrub. Yes, Siry I left the Prieft and him difputing 
about Religion. 

Aim. And pray carry thefe Gentlemen to reap the 
.Benefit of the Controvcrfy. [Believers the Prifiners to 

Scruby luho leads ^em out* 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sifter, how came my Lord here ? 

Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here ? 

Mrs. Sul. I'll tell you the greateft Piece of Villany-— . 

[^ey talk in dumb Shenv, 
• Aim. I fancy. Archer, you have been more fuccefs- 
fiil in your Adventures than the Houfe^breakers. 

Arch. No matter for my Adventure, yours is th# 

principal.' Frefs her this minute to marry you, 

—now, while file's hurried between the Palpitation 
of her Fear and the Joy of her Deliverance; now, while 
the Tide of her Spirits are at High-flood ; ——throw 
your feif at her Feet, fpeak fome Romantick Nonfeafe 

or other ; addrefs her, like Alexander in the Height 

of his Vidlory; confound her Senfes,.bear down her 

Reafcn, and away with her; ThePrieft is now ia 

the Cellar, and dare not refufe to do the Work. 

"Enter Lady Bountifid. 

Aim. Bat how fhall I get ofF without being obferv'd ? 
Arch. You a Lover ! and not iihd a way to get off: 
•——•Let me fee. ...... ... 

Aim. You bleed. Archer, ^^ ^ :* t '-»' 

Arch, 
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Arch. 'Sdeath, I'm glad on*t ; this Wound will do 
the Bafinefs— -I'll amufe the old Lady and Mrs. Sul- 
ien about dreifing my Wound, while you carry off i)^ 
" Ttnda. 

\ L. Boun, Gentlemen, cou'd we underftand how yoa 
woa'd be gratified for the Services 

jirch. Come, come, mv Lady, this is no time for 
Compliments ; I'm wounded. Madam. 

h. Boun, and Mrs. Sul. How! wounded! 

Dor, I hope. Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt ? 

Aim. None but what you may cure. ■ ■■ 

I Makes Lo^e in dumb She^jts. 

L. Bonn. Let me fee your Arm, Sir— I muft have 

fome Powder-fugar to Itop the Blood O me! An 

ugly Gafli ; upon my word. Sir, you mall go into Bed. 

Ach. Ay, my Lady, a Bed wou'd do very well— - 
Madam, [to Mrs. Sullen] will you do me the Favour 
to conda5 me to a Chamber ? 

L. Bonn. Do, do. Daughter,— while I get the 
Lint, and the Probe, and^thePJaifter ready. 

[Runs out one <zvay, Aimwell carries ^^'Dorinda 
another. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
Mother's Commands. 

Mrs. 5a/. How can you, after what is paft, have the 
Confidence to afk me ? 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paft, have the Confidence to deny me } 
Was not this Blood (hed in your Defence, and my Life 
expos'd for your Protection ?—Look'e Madam, I'm 
none of your Romantick Fools, that fight Giants and 
Mfeafters for nothing; my Valour is downright Siuifs^ 
I am a> Soldier of Fortune, and muH be paid. 

Mrs, Ski. 'Tis ungenerous in you. Sir, to upbraid 
ne with your Services. 

Jrch. Tis ungenerous in you> Madam, not to reward 
•tm. 

Mrs. Sui. How! AttheExpence of my Honour? 
jfrch. Honour I C in Honour confift with Ingrati- 
tttdt? If you woa'd deal like a Woman of Honour^ do 

D 5 like 



80 T^^ Beaux Stratagem;; 

|ike a Man of Honour : D^c think I would deny you 
In fach a Cafe ? 

Enter a Sewant, 

Ser\ Madam, my Lady ordered me to tell you tha( 
your Brother is below at the Gate. 

Mrs. SuL My Brother ! Heavens be praised— —Sir^ 
l^e ihall thank you for your Services;- he has it ia 
his power. 

Jrcb, Who is your Brother, Madaoi ? 

Mrs. SuL Sir Charles Freeman <■ Y ou*ll excufe 
me. Sir; I muftgo and receive him. 

Arch, Sir Charles Freeman! 'Sdeath and Hel l - ■■ - 
My old Acouaintance. Now, unlcfs Aiwnuell has made 
good uie oi his Time» all our fair Machine goes (buxe 
into the Sea, like the Edijtone* [E^iK 

ScE M E changes to the Gallery in the fame &ufe^ 

Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 

Dor. Well, well, my Lord, you have conquerM i 
your late generous A^on will, I hope, plead for my 
caiy yielding; tho^ I muil: own, yourLordihip had a 
Friend in the Fort before. 

Jim. The Sweets of Hybla dwell upoi^ her Tongue 
•———Here, Doctor 



Enter Foigard, luith- a Booh^ 

Foig, Are you prcpar'd boat ? 

Dor. Vm ready : But firft, my Lord, one Word*— «• 
I have a frightful example of a hafty Marriage in my 
own Family ; when I refled upon't, it fliocks me.— ^ 
Pray, my Lord, confider a little i ■ ■ ^ 

Jhn, Confider ! Do you doubt my Honour or my 
Love ? 

Dor. Neither ; I do believe you equally juft as brave 
•——And were your whole Sex drawn out for me to 
thufe, I wou'd not caft a look upon the Multitudes if 
you v/ere abfent— — But, my Lord, Vm a WoiwOi f 
Colouxs> CoQcealmentSj may hide a tliOufand Faults in 

nfifi 
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me — Therefore know me better firft ; I hardly dars 
NafErm I know myfelf in any thing except my Love. 

Jim. Such Goodneis who could injure ! I find my 
lelf unequal to the Tafic of Villain; (he has gainM my 
Soul, and made it honeft like her own— —I cannot hurt 
her. [JfideJ] Deflor^ retire. [Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
behola your Lover and your Profelyte, and judge of my 
Paifion by my Converfion •— I'm all a Lye, nor dare 
I give a Fi^ion-to your Arms: Pm all a Counterfeit* 
except my Faffion. 

Dor, Forbid it. Heaven ! a Counterfeit! 

jiifn. I am no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
with a mean, a fcandalous Dengn to prey upon your 

Fortune Bat the Beauties of your Mind and Perfbn 

have fo won me from my ielf, that, like a trufiy Ser^ 
vant, I prefer the Intereft of my Miftrefs to my own^. 

Dor. Sure I have had the Dream of fome poor Ma- 
riner, 'a deeping Image of a welcome Port, and wake 
involv'd in Storms— Pray, Sir, who arc you ? 

Aim* Brother to the Man whofe Title I ufurpM, but 
Stranger to his Honour or his Fortune. 

Dor. Matchlefs Honefty !— Once I was proud. Sir, 
of your Wealth and Title, but now am prouder that 
you want it : Now I can ihew, my Love was juftiy le- 
veird, and had no Aim but Love. Doctor, come in- 

J^nter Foigard at one Door^ Gipfcy at another y 'who 

'whij^ers Dorinda. 

Your Pardon, Sir, we (ha'n't want y6u now. Sir, you 
muff excufe ^le— — I'll wait on you prefently. 

\Exit <witb Gjpfey. 

Foig* Upon my Shoul, now, dis is foolifh. [Exit. 

Mm. Gone \ And bid the Priefl depart It has an 

ominous Look. 

Enter Archer. 

Arch. Courage, Torn* Shall I wifh yoir Joy 

Aim* No. 

Arch. Oons! Man, what ha* you been doing • 

Aim. O Archer^ my Honeily, I fear, has ruin'd me. 

Arch. Howl 

Ahn. 
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^im. I have difcover*d my felf. 
Jrch Difcover'd ! And without my Confent ? What ! 
Wave I embark'd my fmall Remains in the fame Bot- 

Partn^iS • ^^"^' ^^ ^°^ ^^^^°^ ^^ *^^ without my 

^im. O Archer, I own my Fauh. 

wfrr^. After Conviaion 'Tk then too late for Par- 

^^'^"TTi . H,"^^^ remember, Mr. Jim^ell, that you 
FnTpf, ^^" -P^^^y-As yo*^ beg^n, fo end it-Hencc- 
wnn 1 11 hunt my Fortune fmgle. So farewell. 

•^im. Stay, my dear ^r^^&^r, but a minute. 

Arch, Stay J What; tabe defpis'd, expos'd,andIaugh'd 

f' T"^^^/ ^ ^*^"'^ *<^'*^'^ change Conditions with 

the wont of the Rogues we juli now bound, than b^r 
one Icomfol Smile from the proud Knight, that once I 
treated as my Equal. 
Aim, What Knight? 

T \f^I^\ ^^^ ^^^rles FreemaHy Brother to the Lady that 

1 iiad almoft But no matter for that, 'tis a curfed 

■ I- s Work; and fo I leave you to make the beft on't. 

j^im^ Freeman ! One Word, Archer. Still I 

fiave Hopes ; m^ethought ihe received my Confcflion. 
Witii Piea;uje. 

^i-ch. *Sdcath, who doubts it ? 
. ^/^ She confented after to the Matchf and ftill I 
dare believe ihe will be juft. 

Jnh, To her fclf, I warrant her, as you fhou'd 
have been. ^ 

^im, ^y all my Hopes flie comes, and jiniling coixues. 
^«/fr Dorinda »7/^(j;^^. 

^n W P"^'' "'Ll^^'* ^^'^ ^ fly ^'it^» Impatience 

!Z^ v^^^— 7^^^ ^^i^-tes of ^nfy Abfence^ was a 
tedious Year. - W/icrt^s this Prieft? 

'£'»*^«' Foigard, 
Arch. Oons, a brave Girl f. 

X^^'^^^' "'^^"^' ^^^^ Gemieman Is privy 
ArcL Yes, yes. Madam; Tm to be your Father. ■ 

Dor. 
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Dor, Coine> Pritft, do your Office. 

Arch, Make hafle, mal^e lialte ; couple *ein any 
way ^akes Aimweirj Hand ] Come^ Madam]; fm to 
give yoa. 

Z)flr. My Mind's altered; Iwon't,- 

jirch. Eh ■ 

jiim, Pm confounded. 
' jR?ig^. Upon niy Shoul, and (ho is my (Belf. 

^rc^. What's the matter now. Madam ? 

Dor. Look*e, Sir, one generous Aftiondefcrvesano^ 
ther This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
nothing from me ; . my Jufliee engages me to conceal no« 
thing from him : In Ihorr, Sir, you are the Perfon that 
you thought you counterfeited; you are the true Lord 
Vifcount Jimnxjelli and I wi(h your Lordfltip Joy. 
Now, Priell, yoa may. be gone ; if my Lord is now 
pleas'd with the Matchi. let his Lordfhip marry me in. 
the Face of the World. 

jitm. Archery what does ftie mean 1^ 

Dor, Here's a Witncfs for my Truth. 

Enier ii/r' Charles and Mrs, Sullen. 

Sir Qh, My dear Lord^Z/ww^/Zx. I wifhyou Joy., 

jttm. Of what?' 

Sir Ci&. Of your Honour andEflate. Your Brother 
died the Day before I \^^Londdn\ and all your Friends, 
have writ after you to Brujels j among the reft, I did 
my felf the Honour. 

Arch. Heark'e, Sir Knight, don't you banter now ? 

Sir Ch, 'Ti?. truth, upon my Honour. 

Aim. Thariks to the pregnant Stars that form'd this 
Accident. 

Arch, Thanks to the \^^jnb of Time that brought 
it forth i away v^ith it. 

Aim- Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me to 
the Prize—— [Taking DorindaV Ha>id. 

Axcb. And double Thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman, My Lord, I wifli you Joy. My Lady I wifh 
you Joy ' I -gad, Fir Frermav, yoo'i- Jio- 

nefteH Fellow living ^'Sdcath, Tm grown fIraHgely 

airy 
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airy upon this Matter^i*— My Lord, how d'ye ? * 
A Word, my Lord: Don^t yoa remember Icmcthing 
of a previous Agreement, that entitles me to che Moi- 
ety of this Lady's Fortune, which, I think, will a- 
mount to five thoufand Pound. 

Jim, Not a Penny, Jrcher: You wou'd ha' cut my 
Throat jufl now, becaufe I wouM not deceive this 
Lady. 

Arch, Ay, and Til cut your Throat flill, if you ihoa'd 
deceive her now. 

Jim, That's what I expert; and to end the Difpute,. 
the Lady's Fortune is ten thoufand Pound, we'll di- 
vide the Stakes ; take the ten thoui'and Pound, or the 
Lady. 

Dor, How! Is your Lordfltip (b indifferent? 

Jrcb, No, no, no, Madam ; his Lordihip knows very 
well, that ril take the Money; T leave you to his 
Lordihip, and fo weVe both provided for. 

jEM/^rFoigard. 

Foig, Arra fait, de People do fay you be all robb'd. 

Aim, The Ladies have been in fome danger. Sir, as 
yoQ faw. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, our Inn be robb'd too. 

Aim, Oar Inn 1 By whom ? 

Foig, Upon my Shalwation, our Landlord has robb'd 
bimfelf, and run away widda Money. 

.//rci&. RobbM himfelf I 

Foig, Ay fait ! and me too of a hundred Pounds. 

Arch, Robb'd you of a hundred Found ! 

Foig, Yes fait, Hcnny, that I did owe him. 

Aim, Our Money's gone, Frank, 

Arch. Rot the Money, my Wench is gone ■ ■> 
Sfo^ez *vous quelque cbofe de Madamoifille Cherryi 

Enter a Fellvw tvith afireng Box and a Letter, 

Fell, Is there one Martin here ? 

Ar€h. Ay, ay,— —who wants him ? 

Fell, I have a Box here, and a Letter for him. 

Arch^ 



i 
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Arch, [Taking the Box."] Ha, ha, ha, what's here f 
Legtrdemain! By this Lig^t, my Lprd, our Money 
again f but this unfolds the Riddfe. [Otehing the Let- 

ter, reads. \ Hum, hum, hum O, 'tis tor the publick 

Good, and muft be communicated to the Company. 

Mr, Martin. 

J^Y father being afraid of an Impeachment by the 
Rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off\ but if 
you can procure him a Par don j he II make great Difco^e- 
. ries that may be ufeful to the Country. Coitd I have 
met you infiead of your MaJIer to-night ^ I luoud have 
deliver d nvy felf into your hands ^ ivith a Sum that much 
exceeds that inyour firong Box, <which I have fent youy. 
•with an Affurance to my dear Martin, that IJball ever 
be his mofi faithful Friend till Death, 

Cherry Boaifa^p. 

There's a BiHet-dbux for you— As for the Father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged; and for the Daugh- 
ter--— Pray, my Lord, pwfuade your Bride to uke 
her into her Service inHead of Gipjey. 

Jim, I can affure you. Madam, your Deliverance 
was owing to her Difcovery. 

Dor, Your Command, my Lord, will do without 
the Obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch, This good Company meets opportunely in 
favour of a Defign I have in beiialf of my unfortunate 
Siller: I intend to part her from her Husband. — Cea- 
tlemv'n, will you a^Hit me f 

Arch. Alliit you ! 'Sdeath, who wou'd not ? 

Foig, Ay, upon my Shoul, w^*U all ai'lhift. 

£»/^r Sullen, 

&/. IkV'hat's all t]\is? They tell me, Spoufe, that 

you had like to have been robb'd. 

Mrs, Sul, Truly, Spoufe, I was pretty ne^r it-— *-^ 
Had not thefe two Gentlemen intcrpos'd. 

Sj^I, How canie thjefe Gentlemen here f - 

Mrs, 
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Mrs. Sii/, That^ his way of remming Thanks, yoa 
muft know. 

Foig, Ay, but upon my Conlhience de QuefUon 
be a propo:, for ali dat. 

Sir Char, You promised laft Night, Sir, jfhat you 
would deliver your Lady to me this Morning. 

SuL Humph.- 

Arch, Humph ^ What do you mean by Humph?— 
Siri you (hall deliver he r In fhort. Sir, we have 

fav*d you and your Family ; and if you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the Rogues, join with them, and fet fire 

to your Houfe What docs the Man mean? Not 

part with his Wife V 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your Wife! Upon my 
Shoul de Man does not underftand common Shivility. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, Gentlemen; all things heremuft 
move by Confeni; Compulfion would fpoil us: Let 
my Dear and I talk the Matter over, and you ihall 
judge it between us. 

Sul. Let me know firfl who are to be our Judges :— *- 
Pray, Sir, who are you ?' 

Sir C^. I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take. a- 
way your Wife. 

Su/. And you, good Sir? 

Aim. Charles W iHconnt Aim<well, come to take away 
your Sifter. 

SuL And you, pray Sir? 

Arch. Francis Archer ,. Efq ; COme* ■ 

Su/: To take »vay my Mother, I hope Gentle- 
men, you're heartily welcome : I never met with three 
more obliging People fmcel was born— —And Jiow, 
my Dear, ifyoupleafe, you (hall have the firilWord. 

Arch. . And- the laft, for. &.ve Pound . . [^AJtde. 

Mrs. SuL Spoafe. 

Sul. Rib. 

Mrs. Sul. How long have you been nurry'd ? 

Siil. By the Almanack, fourteen Months— -—but 
by. my Account, fQurteen Years. 

Mrs. Su/. 'Tis thereabout by my Reckoning. 
Jtfiff. Upon my Confluence dere Accounts. viLagree^ 

Mrs* 
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Mrs. Sul, Pray, Spoufe, what dfd you marry for ? 

SuL To get an Heir to my Eftate. 

Sir C>^. And have you fucceededf 

5«/. No. 

Arch, The Condition fails of his fide.— —Pray, 
' Madam, what did you marry for ? 

Mrs. SuL To fupport the Weaknefs of my Sex by 
the Strength of his, and to enjoy the Plcafures of an 
agreeable Society. 

Sir Cb, Are your Expedtations anfwer'd ? 

Mrs. ^ul. No. 

Foig, Arra Honeys, a clear Caafe, a clear Caafe ? 

Sir Cb, What are the Bars to your mutual Content* 
jBient ? ^ 

Mrs. Sul, In the firft place, I can^t drink Al« with hiaU 

Su/. Nor caja I drinlc Tea with her. 

Mrs. Su/, I can't hunt with you. 7^ 

SuL Nor can I dance with you. 

Mrs. ^«/. I hate Cocking and Racing. 

SuL And I abhor Ombre and Picquet. 

Mrs. SuL Your Silence is intolerable. 

SuL Your Prating is worfe. •' 

Mrs. SuL Have we hot been a perpetual Oflenee to 
each other— A gnawing Vulture at the Heart? 

SuL A frightful Goblin to the Sight. 

Mrs. SuL A Porcupine to the Feeling, 

SuL Perpetual Wormwood to the Tafle. 

'Mrs. SuL Is there on Earth a thing we can agree in? 

SuL Yes— to part, 

Mrs. SuL With all my heart. 

SuL Your Hand-. < 

Mrs. SuL Here. ; 

SuL Thefe Hands join'd us, thefe (hall part us.——* 
Away ■ ■ 

Mrs. SuL North. 

SuL South. 

Mrs. SuL Eaft. 

SuL Weft — far as the Poles afunder. 

Foig. Upon my Shoul, a very pretty Shcrcmony. 

Sir Cb. Now, Mr. Su/ien, there wants only my Si- 
fter's Fortune to make us eafy. S^l* 
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5k/. Sir Charles, you love your Sijfter, and I love hci 
fortune ; every one to his Faney. 

Arch, Then you won't refund ? 

Sul. Not a Stiver. 

Arch, What is her Portion ? 

Sir Ch, Ten Thoui'and Pound. Sir. 

Arch, m pay it: my Lord, I thank him, has enabled 
Bie; and if the Lady pieafes, (he ihall go home with me. 
This Night's Adventure has proved itrangely lucky to 
us all— For Captain QMet^ in his Walk, has made bold, 
Mr. Sui/ert, with your Study andEfcritore, and has taken 
out all the Writings of your Efiate, all the Articles of 
. Marriage with vour Lady^Bills, Bonds, Leafes, Receipts, 
to an infinite Value ; I took 'em from him, and I de* 
.liver them to Sir Charles, 

[Gives him a Parcel tfPaffrs anirarchmitits^ 

Sul. How, my Writings ! my Head akes confumedly. 
—Well, Gentlemen, you fhall have her Fortune, but 
I can't talk. If you have a mind. Sir Charlei, to be 
merry, and celebrate my Sifter's Wedding and my Di* 
vorce, you may command my Houfe :— — but nly Head 
akes confumecily :^-— ^rr»^, bring me a Dram, 
t Art^, Madam [/0 Mrs. Sid.] there's a Country-Dance 
to the Trifle that I (ang to*day ; yona Hand> and we'll 
lead it up. 

ffert a Dance. 

Arch, *TwoiiId be hard to gue& whidi of thde iPar- 
ties is the better pleas'd^ the Couple join'd, or the Couple 
parted; the one rejoicsi^ in hopes (^an oatafted Hap- 
pinefs, and the other in their DeliveraQce from an ex^ 
perienc'd Mifery. 
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^efign'd t& ie /poke in the Beaux 

Stratag]bm- 

By Mr. SMITH, the Author of 
P H ^ D R A and Hypolitus. 



7 F to our Play jour Judgment can^t he kind. 
Lit its expiring iikthr Pity find: 
Sur<vey his mournful Cafe nvith melting Eps, 
Nor let the Bard be damtfd h^ehedies. 
Forbear f you Fair^ on his laftSeene tofronvn^ 
But his true Exit *with a Plaudit crowni 
Hjenjhall the ifying. Poet ceafe to fear 
ne dreadful KneU^ luhileyour Afplaufe he iears^ 
At Leu tot ^ the con furring Thcban dfdy 
Claimed his Friends Pr^fesy but their Teari d$9tfdz 
Pleased in the Pangs of D^ath^ be greatly thought 
Conqueft with Lo^ of Life but cheaply bought. 
The Difference rhis, the Greek was oHe wou^d fights 
As bravey tho^ not fogay^ /as Serjeant Kite; 
Te Sons ofWilVs, wba?sthat to thofe who write! 
To Thebes alone the Grecian e^^d his Bays: 
Tou may the Bard above the Hero raife, 
Sinceyours is greater than Atheniao Praife. 
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SONG of aTRiFLE. 

Sung by Jrcher in the Third Act.: 



ATrffling Song you fiall hear^ 
Begun nvith a Trifle and ended T ' ' . 

j^// Triflinr People drcpw near\ 
AndlJbaU be nobly attended. 

Wire it mt far Trijksy afm). 

That lately »ave come into Play ; 

The Men nvot^d ^want fomething todOf 

And the Wonun 'wantjomething to fay. ^ 

What makes Men trifle, in prej/png? 
Becaufeth^ Ladies (they knew) 
Admire^ hy often Pojfej^ng^ 
That iminent Trifle a Beau. 

When the Lrver his Moments. basTrifTdf 
The Trifle if Trifles to gain :. ^ - . 

No fioner the Virgin is. rifled y ^'\ 

But a Trifle Jhafl part Umagain^^ 

What mortal Man ivou^ d be able- . \ 
^t White> half an hour to fit? \.\[ 
Or ivho cou'd dear a Tea-TabUp . 
Without talking ofTrifliesfir Wit?' 

The Court is from Trifles, fecure, 
fiold Keys are no Trifles, <we fee : 
White Rods are no trifles, I'm fure, 
Wh^tt^^ flffir Beanrs ma;/ be. 

Snf 
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But if you w/// go to the Place, 
Where Trifles mbundantly hreed, 
The Le*vee 'will^enjjyou his Grace 
Makes Promi/es Trifles indeed. 

A Coach wthfix Footmen behind^ 
I ^ count neither Trifle nor Sin : 
$ut, ye Gods! how oft do nueflnd 
Aflandaldus Trifle 'within^ 

^ A flajk of Champajgny People think it 
A Trtflcy orfomefhing as had: 
But ifyottll contri*ve how to drink it, 
Toulljindit no Trifle egad, 

A Ptirfins a^rtflfAt Sea, 
A WtdxFvSs a Trifle in Sorrow: 
A Pttcce is dTfifle to-day : 
^ *Who knows nvhat'may happen to-morrow *f 

A Black-Coat a Trifle ma^ cloak, 
•Or to hide in, the Red may endearvour : 
But if once the Army is broke, 
WeJhallhavemffreTriftes than ever, , 

^The Stage is a Trifle, the) fay % 
<j[he Reafin, fray carry along, 
r-V^ Becaufe at e^ry new Play, 

The Houfe they with Trifles flf throng, 

Bat with Peoplis Malice to Trifle^ 
And tofet us all on n Foot : 
The Author of this is a Trifle, 
And his Song is a Trifle tp boot, • 
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MDCCXXXV. 



To the Right Honourable 

PEREGRINE, 

Lord Marquefs of Carmarthen^ 
6cc. 




My LORD, 

SE I N G equally a Stranger to your 
1 Lordship, and the whole Nobi- 
f lity of this Kingdom, fomething of 
\ 3 natural Impulfe and afpiring Mo- 
I tionin my Inclinations, has prompt- 
\ cd me, iho' I hazard a Prefumption, 
to declare my Refped; And be (tie 
Succefs how it will, I am vain of nothing in this 
Piece, but the Choice of my Patron ; I fliall be fo 
far thought a judicious Author, whofe principal 
Bufmefs is to delign his Works an Offering to the 
greateft Honour and Merit. 

I cannot here, My Lord, ftand accufed of any 
fort of Adulation, but to myfelf; becaufe Com- 
plements due to Merit return upon the Giver, and 
the only Flattery is to my felf, whilft I attempt 
your Lordship's Praife. I dare make no E(]ay 
on your Lordship's youthful Bravery and Cou- 
rage, becaufe fuch is always guarded with Modefty, 
but ihall venture to prefent you fome Lines oirihis 
Subjeft, which the World will undoubtedly apply 
to yourLoRDsHiP. 

A 3 Courage^ 



EpiSTLIt DEDICATORYr 

Courage^ the higheji Gift^ thatfcorm to bend 

To mean Divicei for a fordid End : 

Courage — an independent Spark from Heaven^ s 

bright Throne, 
By which the Soulfiands raised, triumphant^ higby 

alone ; 
Great in itjelfy not Praifes of the Crowds 
Move all pice, it (loops not to he proud. 
Courage y the mighty Attribute of Powers above^ 
By which thofe great in fVar^ art great in Love. 
The Spring of all brave A^s is feat ed herey 
As Faljhoods draw their fordid Birth from Fear. 

The beft and nobleft Part of Mankind pay Flo- 
mage to Royalty ; what Veneration then »diie to 
thofe Virtues and Endowments which even engaged 
the Refpe<5l of Royalty itfelf, in the Perfon of one 
of the greateft Emperors in the World, who chofe 
your Lordship rtot only as a Companion, but a 
tonduftor? 

He wanted the Fire of fuch a Briton to animate 
his cold Ruffiansy and would therefore choofe you 
his Leader in War, as in Travel : He knew the 
Fury of the Turk could be only ftopt by an Englijh 
Kobleman, as the Power of France was by an 
Englijh King- A Senfe of this Greatnefs, which 
might deter others, animates me to addrefs your 
Lordship ; refolv'd that my firft Mufe fliould 
take an high and daring Flight, I afpir'd to your 
Lordship's Protedion for thisTrifle, which I 
muft own my felf now proud of, affording me this 
Opportunity of humbly declaring my felf. 

My Lord, 

Your Lordjhifs mojl devoted Servant y 

G. Farqjjhar* 




m.'^i' 



PROLOGUE, 

By J. H. 

Spoken by Mr. Powelh a Servant attending 
with a Bottle of Wine. 

S /Morn Atheifts^ n»h9 difJain to prai^^ 
jRepenty thtf laie^ upon their djfif^ Dayi 
So in their Pat^s moft Juthors, racked ixjitb 

[Fears, 
Implore your Mer(y in OKrfi^pltant Priv^rs. 
But our, nenv Author has no Cau/e mmntaifid^ 
Let him not lofe ivhat he has ne*ver gained ; 
Love and a Bottle are his peaceful Arms , 
Ladies and Gallants, han}e not Ihefefome Charms ? 
For Love, all Mankind to the Fair muft fue ; 
Andy 'Sirs J the BoTtLE he prefents to you. ^ 
Health to the Play — [drinks] e^en let it fairly pafs^ 
Sure none fit here that ivill refufe their Glafs ! 

Of theris a damning Soldier let me think* 

Jie looks as he njueref^worn'^to nxihat? To drink* [drinks. 

Come on then ; Foot to Foot be Boldly fet. 

And our young Author s ne^w CommiJJion <wet. 

He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 

From you the PoeCs Helicon mujl come\ 

If he has any Foes, to make amends. 

He gi'ves his 5fri)/V^— [drinks.] Sure you nonv are Friends, 

No Critick here ivill he prottoke to fights 

The Day be theirs, he only begs his Night, 

Pray pledge him noiv, fecuirdfrom all Ahufe, 

Then name the Health you k^e, let none refufe. 

But each Man^s Mijirefs be the Poet^s Mufe. 



\ 



A 4 Dramatis 



NJ^ 




Dramatis Perfonae. 



Roebuck, 



Lwe^jell, 



J^Iockmode. 



J.yrick, 

Pamphlet, 

Rigadoon, 

^imbUfwrift* 

Club. 

Bru/h. 



Lucinda, 

Leanthe, 

Tru/^e. 
Bulfinch, 



}Ay. Johttfin. 



An Irijk Gentlemanri 

of a wild roving fj^^^^. 

Temper ; newly f 

come to London. J 
His Friend, foberand 

modeft, in love V M' • Mills% 

with Luanda, 
'A young *Squire/ 

come newly from 

theUmverfitv,andyMr. Bulhctu 

letting up for a 

Beau. 
A Poet. 

A Bookfeller. 7 i^/r.. v j. 

A Dancing-Mailer. }Mr.%-«/. 

A Fencing-Mailer. Mr. Jjhton, 
Servant to Mockmode, Mr. Pinketiman^ 
Setvtoitto Levewell Mr. Fairbanks 

C A Lady of confide- \ »^„, » , 
\ rable Fortune. ^ } ^^"- ^'^'''' 
"Sifter XoLoijenxjelU in "J 

love with T^of^/^ci, /Mrs. Maria Mi^ 

and difguis'd as ? fon. 

Lucindd^ Page. J 
Whore to Roebuck, Mrs. il//7//. 
f Landlady to Moch 1 
i mode, Lyricky and > Mrs. Po^et, 

C Attendant and Con- J . r , , 
i fident to LuMa. \ ^"- ^^"■- 



Pindrefs, 

Bailiffs, Beggar, Porter, Mafques, Attendants. 

SCENE, LONDON. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE, Limolii's-IniS' Fields. 

Ester Roebuck iv a Riding Habit folu;, rrpeathig ihi 
filh^-i^ Lin.. 

\UVS far our Jrmi ha-je i-:ith Sucetf, 
1 Croivn'd • 'I— '- Heroically fpoketi, 
j faiib, of a Fellow tbac lias not une 
I Farthing in his Poclset [ If I have one 
I Penny lo buy a Halter withal in my 
I prefent Neceflity, m/.y I be hatig'd ; 
* tho' I'm reduc'd to a fnir way of ob- 
taining one methodically very foon, if Pobbcry or 
Theft will purchafe the Gallows. Hut hold— can't I 
rob honouubly, by turning Soldier? 

Enter a Cripple, b/igi"g. 
Crip. One Faitliiiig to the peor old Soldier, for the 
Lord's fake. 

Rotb. Ha ! a Glimpre of Damnation juft as 

a Man is entering into Sin, is no great Policy of the 

Devil But how long did you bearArmSj Frietidf 

Crip. Five Years, an't pleafe youi Sir. 

A > /?"*- 




1©' ' Xove and a Battle, 

I^t, ADd how long iuu that honourable Cmtck 
fcom you. 
< Crip. Fifteen, Sit. 

Rod, Very prettjr? Five Year a Soldier, and fifi 
tccn a Beggar [—This is Hfell right ! An Age of 
Damnauonv for a momeiitary Offence. Thy Con* 
<iition. Fellow, is preferable to mine ; the merciful 
Bullet, more kind than thy ungrateful Country, has 
given thee a Debenture in thy broken Leg, from 
which thou canfl draw a more plentiful Maintenance 
•than. I from all my Limbs in PerfedUon, Prithee, 
Friend, why wou'dfl thou beg of me ? Doft think I 
ain rich? 

Crip. No, Sir, and therefore T believe you Chari- 
table. Your warm Fellows are fo much above the 
Senfe of our Mifery, that they can't pity us i and 
I have always found it, by fad Experience, as needlefs 
to beg of a rich Man, as a Clergy-man. Our greateft 
Benefa£lors, the brave Officers, are alt disbanded, and 
muil now turn Beggars like my felf; and fo. Times 
axe very hard. Sir. 

Roeh. What! are the Soldiers more charitable than 
the Clergy? 

Crip. Ay^ Sir, a Captain will fay Dam'me, and give 
me Six-pence ; and a Parfon ftiall whine out God briefs 
me, and give me not a Farthing: Now I think the 
Officer's Bleffing much the beft. 

Rod. Are the Beau's never compaffionate? 
''^Hp. The great full Wigs they wear, flop their Ears 
-fo clofe, that they can't hear us ; and if they Ihou'd, 
they never have any Farthings about 'em. 

Roeh, Then I am a Beau, Friend ; therefore pray 
leave me. Begging from a generous Soul, that has 
not to bellow, is more tormenting than Robbery to 
a Mifer in his Abundance. Prithee, Friend, be thou 
charitable for once ; I beg only the Favour which rich 
Friends bellow, a little Advice: I am as poor as thou 
art, and am deligning to turn Soldier. 

Crip, No, no. Sir. See what an honourable Poft 
I am forc*d to Hand to; my Rags are Scare-crows 

fufficient 
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fofficienl to frighten any one from the Field ; rather 
turn Bird of Prey at home. [Shewing his Crutch. 

Roeb. Grammercy, old Devil ; I find Hell has its 
Pimps of the poorer fort, as well as of the wealthy. 
I fancy, Friend, thou haft got a "Cloven . Foot inftead 
of a broken Leg. 'Tis a hard Cafe that a Man muft 
never expe£l to go nearer Heav*n than fome fteps of 
a Ladder. But 'tis unavoidable; I have my Wants 
to lead, and the Devil to drive; and if'I can't meet 
my Friend Love^vell (which. I think impoflible, being 
fb great a Stranger in Town) Fortune, thou haff done 
thy worft : I proclaim open War againll thee. ^ 

/// ftah ihe next rich Darling that I fee j 
jind killing him, be thus re^en£d on thee. 

[Goes to the back part of the Stage, as into the 
Walks, making fime turns crofs the Stage in 
Dijbrder, ivhile the next Jpeak. Exit Beggan 

Enter Lucinda and Pindrefs. 

Luc, Oh \ thefe Summer Mornings are fo delicately 
fine, Pindrefs, it does me good- to be abroad. 

Pin. Ay, Madam, thefe Summer Mornings are as 
pleafant to young Folks, as the Winter Nights to mar- 
ry 'd People, or as ycttr Morning of Beauty to Mr. 
IjyvetKelL 

Luc. I'm violently afraid the Evening of my Beauty 
will fall to his fliare very foon ; for I'm inclinable to 
jnarry him. I fhall foon lie under an Eclipfe, Pin- 
drefs. 

Pin. Then it *muft be full Moon wlf-h your Lady- 
fhip. But why wou'd you chufe to marry in Summer, 
Madan^? 

Luc. I know no Caufe, but that People arc apteft 
to run Mad in hot Weather, unlefs you take a Wo- 
man's Reafon. 

Pin. What's that. Madam ? 

Luc. Why, I am weary of l^'ing alone. 

Pin, Oh dear Madam! Lying alone is very dan- 
gerous » 'tis apt to breed ftrange Dreams. * 

A 6 Luc. 
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Luc. I had the oideft Dream laft Night, erf" my 
Courtier that is to be, 'Squire Mockmode, He appeared 
crowded about with a Dancing-Mafter, Pulhing-Ma- 
fter, Mufick-Mafter, and all the throng of Beau-ma- 
kers; and methought he mimick'd Foppery fo auk- 
wardly, that his Imitation was downright burlefquing 
it. I bnrfi: out a Laughing fo heartily, that I awakenM 
my felf. 

Pin. But Dreams go by Contraries, Madam* Have 
not you feen him yet ? 

Luc. No ; but my Uncle's Letter gives Accoilnt that 
he's newly come to Town from the Univerfity, where 
his Education could reach no farther than to guzzle 
fat Ale, fmoke Tobacco, and chop Logick— Faugh, 
■' ■ it makes me fick. 

Fin, But he's very rich. Madam ; his Concerns join 
to yours in the Country. 

Imc. Ay, but his Concerns fhall never join to mine 
in the City : For fince I have the DifpoUl of my own 
Fortune, Lo'venveirs the Man for my Money. 

Pin, Ay, and for my Money: for I've had above 
twenty Pieces from him fince his Courtftiip began. 
He's the prettieft fober Gentleman; I have fo ftrong 
an Opinion of his Modefty, that I'm afraid. Madam, 
your firft Child will be a Fool. 

Luc, Oh, God forbid I I hope a Lawyer underftands 
Bulinefs better than to beget any thing non compos* ■ ' 
The Walks fill apace j the Enemy approaches, we muft 
fet out our falfe Colours. \Put on their Masks, 

Pin. We Masks are the pureft Privateers I Madam, 
how would you like to cruize about a little ? 

Luc. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops 
and Cits : But I dread tliofe bluftring Men of War, 
the Officers, who after a Broad-fide oi Damme's and 
Sinkme's, are for boarding all Masks they meet as 
lawful Prize. 

Pin, In Truth, Madam, and the moil of them are 
lawful Prize, for they generally have French Ware under 
Hatches. 

Luc, 
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Lue. Oh hideous ! O* my Confcience, Girl, thou'rt 
quite fpoiPd- An Adrefe upon the Stage would blufh 
at fnch Expreilions. 

Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Ladyftiip wou'd feem 
to blufh in the Box, when the Redncfs of your Face 
proceeded from * nothing but the Conflraint of hold- 
ing your Laughter. Didn't you chide me for not 
putting a flronger Lace in your Stays, when you had 
broke one as ftroog as a hempen Cord, with contain- 
ing a violent Tehee at a fmutty Jcfl in the laft Play ? 

Luc. Go, go, thouVt a naughty Girl ; that imper- 
tinent Chat has diverted us from our Bufmefs. I'm 
afraid Loveivell has mifs'd ut for Want of the Sign.— 
But whom have we here ? An odd Figure, Ibmc 
Gentleman in Difguiie, I believe. 

Firu Had he a finer Suit on, I fhou'd believe him 
in Difguife ; for I fancy his Friends have only known 
him by that this Twelve-month. 

Luc. His Mien and Air. fhcw him a Gentleman, 
and his Cloaths demonftrate him a Wit. He may 
afford us fome Sport. I have a Female Inclination 
to talk to him. 

Pin. Hold, Madam, ' he looks as like one of thofc 
dangerous Men of War y©u juft now mentioned as can 
be ; you had bcft fend out your Pinnace before, to 
difcover the Enemy. > 

Luc. No, I'll hale him myfelf. [Moves tofvcards him. 

What, Sir, dreaming ? 

\Slapi him ^tU Shoulder nuith her Fan, 

Poeb. Yes, Madam. [Sullenly. 

Luc. Of what ? • 

Roeb. Of the Devil, and now my -Dieam's out. 

Luc. What ! Do you dream (landing ) 

Roeb. Yes, faith* Lady, very often when my Sleep's 

haunted by fuch pretty Goblins as you. You are a 

Sort of Dream I would fain be reading : Tm a vtty 

good Interpreter indeed, Madam. 

, Luc. Are you then one of the wife Men of the Eaji f 

Roeb. No, Madam ; but one of the Fools of the WeJI. 

Luc. Pray, what do you mean by that ? 

Roeb, 



14 Love and a Bottle. 

Roeb. An Iri/h-man^ Madam, at yoar Service, 

Luc, Oh horrible f an Irt/b-man! a, mere. Wolf- Dog, 
I proteft. 

Roeh. Ben't furpnVd, Child; the Wolf- Dog is as 
well Jiatui'd an Animal as any of. your Country 
Bull-Dogs, and a much more fawning Creature, let 
me tell yoa. [_Lap hold on her, 

Luc, Pray, good Cafar^ keep off your Paws ; no 
fcraping Acquaintance, for Heaven*s fake. Tell us fome 
News of your Country ; I have heard the ftrangeit 
Storjes— that the People wear Horns and Hoofs. 

Roeb, Yes, 'feith, a great many wear Horns : but we 
had that, among other^ laudable Fafliions, from London, 
I think it came over with your Mode of wearing high 
Tqpnots s for ever iince, the Men and Wives bear their 
Heads exalted alike. They were both- Falhions that 
took wonderfully. 

Luc, Then you have Ladies among you. 

Roeb. Yes, y^^ we have Ladies, and Whores ; Col- 
leges, and Play-houfes ; Churches, and Taverns ; fine 
Houfes, and Bawdy-houfes : In fhort, every thing that 
you can boaft of, but Fops, Poet?, Toads, and Adders. 

Luc. But have you no Beau's at all ? 

Roeb, Yes, they come over like Wqodcocks, once 
a y^ear. 

Luc, And have your Ladies no Springs to catch 'em in ^ 

Roeb. No, Madam, our own Country affords us 
much better Wild- fowl. But they are generally dripped 
of tlnir Feathers by the Play-houfe and Taverns; in 
both which they pretend to Se Criticks ; and our igno- 
rant Nation imagines a full Wig as infallible a Token 
of a Wit, as the Laurel. 

Juue, Oh Lard I and here 'tis the certain Sign of a 
Blockhead. But why no Poets in Ireland^ Sir ? 

Roeb, Faith, Madam, I know not, unlefs St. P/i- 
trick fent them a packing with other venomous Crea- 
tures out of Ireland, Nothing that carries a Sting in 
its Tongue can live there. But fmce I have defcnbed 
my Country, let me know a little of England^ by a 
fight of your Face, 

Luc^ 
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Luc. Come yon to Particulars firft. Pray, Sir, un- 
tnask, by telling who you are ; and then I'll unmask, 
and (hew who I am. 

Roe^. You muft difmife your Attendant then. Madam ; 
ifbr the diilinguiihing particular of me is a Secret. 

Pin. Sir, [ can keep a Secret as well as my Miftrefs ; 
and the greater the Secrets are, I love 'cm the better. 

Luc. Can't they be whifper'd. Sir ? 

Roeh. O yes. Madam, I can give you a Hint, by 
which you may underftand *em. 

[Pretends to 'whifper, and klffts her. 

Luc. Sir, you're impudent. 

Roeh. Nay, Madam, fince you're fo good at mind- 
ing Folks, have with you. 

[Catches herfafi^ carrying her eff^ 

^f^ X Help! help! help! 

Enter Loyewell. 

Love. Villain, unhand the Lady, and defend thy 
felf. [Dra^vs. 

Roeh. What ! Knight Errants in this Country I Now 
has the Devil very opportunely fent me a Throat to 
cut; pray Heaven his rockets be well lih'd. 

[^its ^em, they go off. 
■■ Have at thee — St. George for E^ngland. 

[They fights after fome paffes, Roeb. Jiarts 
■ • My Briend LovenuelU back and faufes. 

Love. My ^t2LY Roebuck ! 

[Fling dovm theh Svoordst and 0nbrace, 
Shall I believe my Eyes ? 

Roeb. You may believe your Ears ; 'tis I, begad. 

Love. Why, thy being in London is fuch a My- 
ftery, that I mifft have the Evidence of more Senfes 
than one to confirm me of its Truth.— —But pray unfold 
the Riddle. 

Roeb. Why Yaith 'tis a Riddle. You Wonder at it 
before the Explanation, then wonder more at your 
felf for not guefllng it— What is the univerfal Caufe 
of the continued Evils of Mankind ? ' 

Love. The univerfal Cauic of our continued Evifs, 
18 the Devil fure. Roeb* 
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. Roeh. No, 'ris the Flefh, Ned That very Wo- 
man that drove us all out of Paradife^ has fent me a 
packing out of Ireland. 

Lo<ve. How fo? . 

Roeb. Only tailing the forbidden Fruit, that was all. 

Love, Is fimple Fornication become fo great a Crime 
there, as to be puniihable by no lefs than Banifhment ? 

Roeb. I gad, mine was double Fornication, Ned^^ 
The Jade was fo pregnant as to bear Twins, the Fruit 
grew in Cluftersj and my unconfcionable Father, be- 
caufe I was a Rogue in debauching her, wou'd make me 
a Fool by wedding her : But I would not marry a Whore, 
and he wou'd not own a difobedient Son, and io^ 
. Lcn^e, But was (he a Gentlewoman ? 

Roeb. Pfhaw! No, (he had no Fortune. She wore 
indeed a Silk Mantua and High-head; but thefe are 
grown as little Signs of Gentility now-a-days, as that 
is of Chaflity. 

Loie* But what Neceflity forc'd you to leave the 
Kingdom? 

Roeb. V\\ tell you To fhun th'infulting Autho- 
rity of an incensM Father, the dull and often repeat- 
ed Advice of impertinent Relations, the continual Cia-. 
mours of a furious Woman, and the fhrill Bawling of 
an ill-natur'd Bailard — From all whicJi, Good Lord 
deliver me. ' 

Love, And fo you left them to grand Dadda I ■ ■ . 
Ha, ha. ha. 

Roeb. Heav'n was yleas'd to lefFen my Affliftion, 
by taking away the She-brat i but the t'other is, ,1 
hope, well, becaufe a brave Boy, whom I chriflen'd 
Ed'-wardi after thee, Lovevoell'y I made bold to make 
my Man ftand for you, and your Sifler fent her Maid 
to give her Name to my Daughter. 

Love. Now you talk of my Sifter, pray how does fhe ? 

Roeb. Dear Lovevoell, a very Miracle of Beauty 
and Goodnefs.— But I don't like her. . 

Love. Why? 

Roeb. She's virtuous ; — — and I think Beauty and 
Virtue are as ill joined as Lewdnefs and Uglinefs. 

Love. 
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Love. But I hope your • Arguments could not make 
her a Profelyte to this Profemon ? 

Rod, Faith I cndeavour'd it; but that plaguy Ho- 
nour*— —Damn it for a Whim.— —Were it as ho- 
nourable for Women to be Whores, as Men to be 
Whore-mafters, we fhould have Lewdnefs as great a 
Mark of Quality among the Ladie.% as *cis row among 
the Lords. 

Love. What! do you hold no innate Principle of 
Virtue in Women ? 

Roei, I hold an innate Principle of Love in them: 
Their Paffions are as great as ours, their Reafon wea- . 
ker« We admire them^ and confequently they mud: 
tti. And I teil thee once more. That had Women 
no Safe-guard bat your innate Principle of Virtue, honed 
George Roebuck would have lain with your Sifter, Ned, 
and fliould enjoy aCountefs before Night. 

Love* But mechinks, George, *twas not fair to tempt 
my Sifter. 

Roeb. Methinks *twas not fair of thy Sifter, Ned, to 
tempt me. As (he was thy Sifter, I had no Defign upon 
hen but as ihe*8 a pretty Woman, I could fcarcely for^ 
bear her, were Ihe my own. 

Love. But, upon ferious Refle£lion, could not ^ou 
have Iiv*d better at home by turning thy Whore into 
tby Wife, than here by turning other Mens Wives into 
Whores f There are Merchants Ladies in London^ and 
you muft trade with them, for aught I fee. 

Roeb. Ay, but is the Trade open T is the Manu failure 
cncourag'd, old Boy ? 

Love, Oh, wonderfully \ a great many poor Peo- 
ple live by't. Tho' the Husbands are for engrofling 
the Trade, the Wives are altogether for encouraging In- 
terlopers. But I hope you. have brought feme fmall' 
Stock to fct up with. 

Roeb. The Greatnefs of my Wants, which wou*d force 
me to difcover 'em, makes me blufh to own 'em. [^JJideJ] 
Why faith, Nedy I had a great Tourney from Ireland 
hither, and would burthen my felf with no more than 
juft neceffary Charges. 

Lov 
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Love. Oh, theft you have brought Bills* 

Roeh. No faith. Exchange of Money from Duhlin 
hither, is ib unreafonable high, tha t ■■ 

Lyve, What! 

Roeb, That — Zoons, I have not one Farthing— 
Now you underftand me. 

Lfyve, No, *faith, I never underfland one that comes 
in forma pauperis ; I ha'n't ftudy'd the Law fo long 
for nothing.. But what Prorfpeft can you pfopofe of 
a Supply? 

Roeb, V\\ tell you. When you appearM^ I wasjuft 
thanking my Stars for fending me a Throat to cut, and 
confequently a Purfe : But my Knowledge of you pre- 
vented me of that way, 'and therefore 1 think you're 
obliged in return to ailift me by fome better Means* 
You were once an honeft' FeUow : but fo long Study in . 
the Inns may alter a Man flrangely, as yoii fay^ 

Lo^e, No, dear Roehuck, I'm Hill a Friend to thy 
Virtues, and efleem thy Follies as Foils only to (et 
them off. I did but rally you ; and to convince you, . 
here are fome Pieces, (hare of what I have about me: 
Take them as Earned of my farther Supply ; you know 
my Eftate's fufficient ta maintain us both, if you will" 
either reflrain your Extravagancies, or I retrench my 
' Neceflaries. 

Roeh. Thy Profefllon of Kindnefs is fo great, that I 
cou*d almoft fufpedl it of Defign. But come. Friend, 1 
am heartily tir'd with the Fatigue of my Journey, be- 
fides a violent Fit of Sicknefs, which detained me a 
Month at Coventryy to the exhaufting of my Health 
and Money. Let me only recruit by a Relifti of the 
Town in Love and a Bottle, and then ■ " Oh 
Heavens and Earth! 

[^j they are going off^ Roebuck ^dir// hack asfurpri^^d^ 

Ltyve. What's the Matter, Man ? 

Roeh. Why ? Death and the Devil ; or, what's worfe, 
a Woman and a Child— Oons ! don't you fee Mrs. l^rudge 
with my Baflard in her Arms croffing the Field towards 

us ? Oh the indefatigable Whore, to follow me all 

the way to London ( 

Love, 
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twe. Mrs. Tru^e! my old Acquaintance f 

Roeb. Ay, ay, the very fame ; your old Acquaintance 5 
and for aught t know, you might have clubb'd about 
getting the Brats. 

Lo^e. 'Tis but reafonable then I (hould pay fliare at 
the Reckoning. IMl help to provide for her; in the 
mean. time you had beft retire. Brujh^ condu£k this 
Gentleman to my Lodgings, and run from thence to 
Widow- Bul/inch\ and provide a Lodging witli her for 
a Friend of mine. ■ ■ ' Fly, *nd come back pre- 

fently — [Exeunt Roeb. and Brufh. So; my Friend 

comes to Town like the Great '7»ri to the Field, at- 
tended by his Concubines and Children ; and Tm afraid 

thefe are but part of his Retinue. But hold— — 

I (han^t be able to fuflain the (hock of this Woman's 
Fury. * 1*11 withdraw till (he has difcharged her Btik 
Volley, then furpriae her. 

Enter Trudge, wM a Child crying, 

Ha(h, huih, hufh— — -And indeed it was a young 
Traveller ——And what would it fay ? It fays that 
Daddy is a falfe Man, a cruel Man, an ungrateful 
Man. ~-~ In troth (b he is, my dear Child. — 
What (hall I do with it, poor Creature f . ■■ ■ ■ Hu(h, 
hulh, hulh— — Was ever poor Woman in fuch a la- 
mentable Condition? Immediately after the Pains of 
one Travail, to undergo the Fatigues of another! 
But Tm fure he can never do well; for tho* I can^t 
find him, my Curfes, and the Mifery of this Babe, 
will certainly reach him. 

Love. Methinks I fhould know that Voice ■ ■ -^ 
[Moving forfward.'] What? Mrs. Trtu^e! and in Lofi' 
don f whofe brave Boy haft thou got there ? 

Trud, Oh Lord! Mr. Lovevjell! I'm very glad to 
fee you — and yet am afham'd to fee you. But indeed 
Jie promised to marry me, \CryinA and you know, 
Mr. Lovenjoell, that he^s fuch a handiome Man, and has 
fo.many ways of infinuating, that the Frailty of Woman'a 
Nature could not refift him. 

Love. What's all this ?— A handfome Man ! Way» 
of infinuating I Frailty of Nature ? — — J don't undcr- 
Hand thefe ambiguous Terras. Trud, 
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Tru4. Ah, Mr. LovenuelV, I'm fure you 4iave fecn 
Mr. Roebuck, and I'm fure 'twould be the firft thing 
he would tell you. I refer to you, Mr. Lovewoell^ if 
he is not an ungrateful Man, to deal fo barbaroufly 
with any Woman that had us'd him fo civilly. I was 
kinder to him than I would have been to my own 
bom Brother. 

Lo've. Oh then, I find Kifling goes by Favour, Mrs. 
drudge, 

. ^md. Faith you're all alike, you Men arc all alike— 
Poor Child f he's as like his own Dadda, as if he were 
ipit out of his Mouth. Sec, Mr. LovcMeU, if he has 
not Mr. Roebuck's Nofc to a Hair; and you know he 
has a very good Nofc ; and the little Pigfny his 
Mamma's Mouth.*— —Oh the little Lips ! and 'tis the 
beft natur'd little Dear— [^w«^/w and kifej it.]^'ATid 

would it ask its Godfather's BleiTmg ? Indeed, Mn 

Lovewe//, I believe the Child knows you. 

Love, Ha, ha, ha ! Well, I will give it my BleiTmg. 

^ [Gives it Gold. 
[Js he gifves her the Gold, enter Lucinda and 
Pindrefs, *who feeing them fland, abfcond. 
Come, Madam, I'll firil fettle you in a Lodging, and 
then find the falfe Man, as you call him. 

[Ex, Love, and Trud. 
Lucinda and Pindrcfs come /or'ward. 

Luc. The falfe Man is^ found already. ■ , Was 

there ever fuch a lucky Difcovery ? My Care for 

his Prefervation brought me back, and now behold how 
my Kindnefs is return'd ! Their Fighting was a dbwh- 
right Trick to firighten me from the Place, thereby to 
afford him Opportunity of entertaining his Whore and 
Brat. 

Pin. Your Conjefture, Madam, bears a Colour ; for 
looking back, I could perceive 'em talk very familiarly; 
io that they could not be Strangers, as their pretended 
Quarrel would intimate. 

Luc. 'Tis all true, as he is falfe.— —What ! flight-* 
cd I defpis'd ! my honourable Love trucked for a Whore ! 
Oh Villain ! Epitome of the Sex ! —But Til be re- 

veng'd. 
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veng'd. ril many the firft Man that aisks sie the 
Queflion ; nay, though he be a disbanded Soldier, or a 
poor Poet, or a fenfelcfs Fop ; Nay, tho* impO' 

tent, ril marry him. 

Pin. Oh Madam ( that*s to be revenged on your ielf. 

Luc, I care not, Fool! I deferve Puniihment for 
my Credulity, as much as he for his Falfliood. ■ ■ ■ 
And yoa deferve it too. Minx ; your Perfuafions drew 
me to this Aflignation : I never lov*d the falfe Man. 

Fin. That's falfe, Tm fure. [jifiiit. 

Luc. But you thought to get another piece of Gold. We 
fhall have him giving you Money on the iame Score, 
he was fo libend to his Whore juft now. 

[Walks about in Pajpon. 
Enter Lovewell.- 

Love. So much for Friendfhip ■ h ow for my Love. 
•——I han*t tranfgreiled much,— — *Oh, there ihe is, 
•—.Oh my Angel i [Runs to hen. 

Imc. Oh thou Devil I \^tarts hack. 

Low. Not unlefs you damn me. Madam, 

Luc. YouVe danm*d already; you're a Man. 

[Exit^ fulhit^ Pindreig. 

Love. You're a Woman, I'll be fworn. ■ ■ Hey 
day! what giddy Female Planet rules now? By tlsB 
Lord, thefe Women are like their Maidenheads, no 

(bcmer found than loft Here, Brufl?^ run after Pin^ 

drefs, and know the Occafion of this,— >[Bruih runs.'\ 
^— Stay, come back.— — Zoons, I'm a Fool. 

Brufi?. That's the firft wife Word you have ipokeii 
theie two Months^ 

Love. Trouble me with your untimely Jefts^ Sirrah^ 

Bru/h. Your Pardon, Sir;, I'm^ in down-right Ear^- 
neft. 'Tis a lefs Slavery to.be Apprentice to a fa- 
mous Clap Surgeon, than to a Lover. He ^Is out 
with me, becaufe he can't fall in with, his Mifire& I 
fan bear it no longer. 

L9ve. Sinah, wlut are you mumbling? 
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Brufh. A fhort Prayer before I depart. Sir.— I have 
been thefe three Years yoor Servant, out now. Sir, Vat 
your humble Servant. . [Biinus, as goings 

Love, Hold, you (ba'n't leave me. 

Brvfib. Sir, you Gan*c be my Mailer. 

Un;e. Why fo ? 

Brufilf. Becaufe you're not your own Mailer ; yet one 
wottld think you might, for you have loft your MiHrefs. 
OoBs, Sir, let l^r go, and a fair Riddance. Who 
throws away a Teller and a Miftreis, lofes Six-pence. 
That little pimping Cupid is a blind Gunner. Had he 
fl)ot as many Darts as I have carried Sillet-Doux, he 
would have laid her kicking with her Heels up e*er now. 
In ihort, Sir, my Patience is worn to the Stumps . with 
attending; my Shdes and Stockings are upon their laft 
Xegs with trudging between you. I have iweat out all 
the moifture pf my Hand with palming your clammy 
Letters upon her. I have' - 

Love. Jtlold, Sir, your Trouble is now at an end, for 
I deiign to marry her. 

Brt^. And have you courted her thefe three Year» 
fu nothii^g but a Wife i 

Love. De you think, Rafcal, I would have taken fo 
much Pains to make her a Mifs ? 

Bi^. No, Sir; the tenth pan on^t wou'd ha* done. 
m * t ■ But if you are re&hred to marfy^ God bVyc 

Love. What's the matter now. Sirrah? 

Bn^. Why, the matter will be. that 1 rauft then 
Pimpi for ]ier«**^rHark ye. Sir, v4iat have ]^oh been 
doing all this while, but teaching her the way to Cuckold 
ye^^'^'^Take oure, Sirf look before you leap. You 
have a tickiifii Point to manage.— Can you tell. Sir, 
what^s her Quarrel to you now ? 

Lwe. I* can't imagiaa I don't remember ^t ever 
i ofEended her. 

. JBh^. ThatV it. Sir. She refolves to put your Ea- 
fmeis to the Tell now, that (he may with more Security 
rely upon't h^|ieaftnr.«*— >Always Mpc&, thofe Women 
of Deugnsy. that are for^fearching ioto the Hudiours of 

iheir 



Lfive and a Bottle. 25 

their Courtiers j for they certainly intend to try them 
when they^re marry'd. 

Love. How cam^ft thou fuch an Engin^r in Love ? 

Brt^. 1 hare fprung feme Mines in itiy time, Siri 
and fince I have tradg'd fo lon^; about your amorous 
MefiageSy I have more I^tri^ m the Sole of my Feet^ 
than.fome Blockheads in^ their wHole Body. 

Love. .Sirrab> have you ever difcover'd $ny Be- 
haviour in this Lady, to oecaiioii this fufpicious Di(^ 
courfe ? 

JPr%^. Sir, hw iiWs JMy «vcr difowrM guy Be- 
haviour of yours to occaiion this fufpicious Quarrel ? 
I believe the La4y ha6 as much of the innate Prind- 
pie of Virtue (as the Gentleman faid) as any Woman r 
B^ tbl^ SaSfPlg^f her Attei9daot» is abeut ravifhing 
her Lady's ^ge every Hour. 'Tjs an old Saying^. 
Izh M^er, Me Mm > why not $» well. Hie Mifirefs, 
meM0idB 

Itm. Siaa# thou m for trying Hmww^ have with^ 

you, M^m hmnda. gffid^^ ib f4ir an 0|qpQrtiuiity 
offos, that Fate fc<|gi'd t% d^^pi i(.«i— «**H4ye yiMI kn 
the Cmtlqf&im at «»y l«dgii|gs f 

Bru/h. Yes, Sir, and fent a Porter to hi> I«a t0 
bring kk tUng^ thithfr. ^ 

Love. That's right^^Love, like other Difeafts, nmft 
.'i^nKMUis h»ve ^ doljp^moi (^um. The Schqd of Ve^ 
me imfpfe^ the ftrlfl X)ift^^e : AB^^wfili C«!^/V is a 
ld^ft*«i9g Go*; He wyps .fev<irriy, 

<ffr#. No^ Mt if wo kifi the j^; lExen^t^ 
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ACT II. 

SCENE, Lovewell's Lodgings. 
Enter Lovewell, Roebuck drejs^dy and Brufh; 

LOVE JFE L L. 

My Confctence, the fawning Creatoit loves 
you. 

Roeb. Ay, . the conibint EfFeds of de- 
bauching a Woman are, that (he in&liibly 
loves the Man for doing the Bufinefs, and he 
certainly hates her.—- Bat what Company it ihe like 
to have at diis &me Widow'b, Brufff ? 

Brufh, Oh, the beft of Company, Sir; a Poetliyes 
Ihere, Sir. 

Roeh, TheyVe the wo^ Company, for they^re ill* 
natur'd. 

irufh. Ah, Sir, bat it does no Body any harm : for 
thefe Fellows that get R-ead by their Wits are always 
forc*d to eat their Words. They maft be good filh 
(•ItorM, ^ite of their Teeth, Sk. *Ti6 iaid, he pays 
his Lodging by cracking fome fmotty Jeils with his 
Landlady over-night; forde's very well pJeasM with 
lus Natural P^ti. \Wbik Roeb. nnd- Bruih talk^ Love- 

welly^^wj to frtjeS fomethif^ by him/elf. 
Roeb. What other Lodgers are there ? 
Brujh. One newly enterMx a young *Squire, juft come 
from the Univerfity. 

Roeb. A mere Peripatetick, I warrant him> ■* 
^ very, pretty Family I a Heathen Philofopher, an 
M»iif/h Poet, and an /r jj& Whore. Had the Landlady 
|>,ut an Highland Piper to join with 'em> ihe might 
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fet tip for a Colleton of Monftcra-— *— Any body- with- 
in ? - [SU^s Lovewell on the ShouUer. 

Lome, Yes» you are my Friend. All my 'Thoughts 
were imploy'd about you. In fhort, I have one Requeft 
to make, That you would renounce your wild Courfes, 
and lead a fober Life, as I do. 

^0^^. That I will, if you^JI grant me a Boon. 

Lwe, You (hall have it, be^t what it will. ^ 

Roeh,, That you wou*d lelinquifh your preciie fober 
Sehaviour, and live like a Gentleman, as I do. 

ham)i. That I can't grant. 

Roeb, Then we're off: Tho* (houM your Women prove 
no better than your Wine, my Debaucheries will foU of 
themiclves, for want of Tempution. 

Lave, Our Women are worfe than our Wine : Our 
Claret has but little of the French in*t, but our Wenches 
have the Devil and all ; they are both adulterated : 1^ 
prevent the Inconveniencies of which^ Til provide you 
an honourable Miftrefs. 

Roeh, An honourable Miftrefs ! What's that ? . 

Lwe, A virtuous Lady, whom you mud love and court ; 
the fureft Method of reclaiming you.— As thus: Thofe fu- 
perfluous pieces you throw away in Wine,may be laid out*— 

Roeh, To the Poor ? 

Love, No, no : In fweet Powder, Cravats, Garters^ 
Snuff-boxes, Ribbons, Coach-hire and Chair-hire. Thofe 
idle Hours ,which you mifpend with lewd fophifticated 
Wenches, mull be dedicated—— 

Roeh, To the Church ? 

Love, 1^0 i to the innocent and charming Converfa- 
tioQ of your virtuous Miftrefs ; by which means, the two 
moft exorbitant Debaucheries, Drinking and Whoring, 
will be retrench'd. 

Roek A very fine Retrenchment truly ! I muft firft 
defpiie th^ honeft j(^ly Converfation at the Tavern, for 
the foppifh, afFedted, dull^ infipid Entertainment at the 
Chocolate Houfe : muft quit my Freedom with ingeni- 
.eus Company, to harneis my felf to Foppery among the 
ilutterin^ Crowd of Cupid's Livery-Boys.— -The fecond 
Article is, That I muft refign the Company of lewd 
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Womes, for that of my innocent Mifh-eft; that is^ I 
•smift change my eafy natural Sin of Wenching, to that 
conibainM Debauchery of Lying and Swearing. •—--The 
jnany Lies and Oaths that I made to thy Si^r, will go 
neartr to damn n^e, than if I had eigey'd her a hundred 
•times over. 

Love* Oh Roiiuckf your Rtaibii will maintam the 
contraiVy when you're in Love. 

RmS. That j£, when Tve \dlt mj keaibnrCome» 
come, a Wench^ a Wench ! a (ok, white, eafy, con- 

fenting Creature ! Prithee, Nai, leave Mu^iaefs, 

and tew me the Varietiea of the Town. 

Lave. A WcAch is the kaft Variety.— *—>Lo(^ out—- 1 
■ ' 'See what a numerous TrajA trip along the Street 
there. [Fointing outwards, 

Raeh, Oh Venus f all th^e fine (lately Creatures !-— — 
Fare you well, Ned, 

\Jiuni out > Love, caches him, and fulls him hack, ' 
Prithee let me go; 'tis a Deed of Charity ; Tm quite 
ilarvM. I'll juft take a Snap, and be with you in the 
rtwinkting— — As you're my Friend— —I muft gd. 

Lwe, Then we muft break for all together. [%i>/ him."] 
■■ M ^.iiHe (hat will leave his Friend (ox a Whore, I reckon 
ai Commoner in Friendfhip, as in Love. 

Roeh. If you faw how ill that ferioUs Face becomes a 
Pellow of your Years, you would never wear it again. 
Youth is taking in any Maiquerade but Gravity. - 

Love, Tho' Lewdnefs fuits much woHe with your 
Circumftanc^, ^Sir. 

Roeh, Ay, theCb Cii^umfiances ! Damn thefeCireum- 
^nces — —There he has ham-flring'd me. This Pover- 
ty, how it makes a Man fheakf — —Well, prithee let*« 
know thjs devilifh virtuous Lady. By the Circumftances 
of my Body, I fhall foon be off or cm with her. 

Love, Know then for thy utter Condemnation^ chat 
(he's a Lady of Eighteen, Beautiful, Witty, and m'cely 
Virtuous. 

Roeh. A Lady of Eighteen ! Good*— -^Beautiful f Bet^ 

ler . Wittjr f Beil of all ; Now with thc(fe 

ithree Qualificauonsj if fhe be nicely virtuous, then FU 

henceforth 
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lien^efortli adore erciy thing that wiears a Petticoat. 
1. ■ ■■ Witty and Virtuoas f Ha, ha, ha. Why, 'tis as 
mconMent in Ladies as Gentlemen ; and we|ie I to de- 
baudi one for a Wager, her Wit fhould be my tawd^-— » 
Come, c^me, the forbidden Frait was pluck*d from the 
Tree of knowledge, 6oy. 

Lo^e, Right— —Bttt there was a cmminger Devil than 
yott to tempt. — ; — Pfl aiTure you, George, your Rheco- 
lick WQold fail you here ; fhe wbaM woril you at your 
own Weapons. 

Roeb' Ay» or any Man in Ef^land^ if fhe be Eigh- 
teen, as you fay. 

. Lsve. Have a Care, Friend, this Satyr will get yon 
torn in pieces by the Females \ yeu*I11all into Orpheus'^ 
Fate. 

Roeb. Otpheus was a Blockhead, and deierv^'d his fiXs* 

hroe. Why? 

R^ih. Becaufe he went to Hell for a Wife. 

LtFve. This happens right.—* [Alide^l ——--But you 
fhall go to Heaven for a Miftrefs, you ihall court this 
Divine Creature. I don't ^cfire' you to fall in Love 

with her ; I don^t intend- you ihould marry her neither : 
But you mufl be convinc*d of the Chaflity of the Sex; 
tho* if yew Ihonld coB(|Uer her, the Spoil, you Rogue, 
witt be gtortcms, and iduiiteiy worth the p9^s in at- 
tiainmg. 

Km. Ay, boi; l^ed^ my Circumftances, Miy Circttiit* 
ftances^ii ■ ■ 

Love. Come, you fhan^t want Money. 

Roeb. Then I dare atteii^pt it. Money is the Sinews 
of love, as of War. Gad, Friend, thou art the bravefl 
Pimp I ever heard e f . Well, give ikie Diredions 

to fail by, the Name of my Poit, lade my Pockets, and 
then for the Cape of Good Hope. 

Lovi. Y^ou need no Dinpdions as to the Manner of 
Courtfhip. 

Roeb, No, I have feen Ibme few Principles, on which 
my Courtfhip's ftunded,^^ which feldom &il. To let a 
Lady rely upon my M<5defty, but to depend my fclf al- 
together upon my Impudence $ to ufe a Miilrefs like a 
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Deity in Publick, but like a Woman in Priyate : To be . 

as cautious then of asking an impertinent QueiHon> as 
afterwarids of telling a Story ; remembring. that the 
Tongue is the only Member that can't hurt a Lady's 
Reputation, tho' touch'd to the tcndereft Part. 

Lfyve. Oh! bat to a Friend, 'G^«;jftf; you'll tell a 
Friend your Succefs. 

Roeh. No, not to her very fclf ; it rauft be as private 
as Devotion ■ No blabbing, unlefs a fqwawlinjf 

Brat peeps out to tell Tales. -But where lies my 

Courle? 

Love. Bru/B (hall flicw you the Houfe ; the Lady's 
Name h Luanda i her Father and Mother dead; Ihe's 
Heircfs to Twelve Hundred a Year : But above all, ob- 
ferve this ; She has a Page which you niuft get on your 
iide; 'tis a very pretty Boy ; I prefented him to the 
Lady about a Fortnight ago ; he's your Countryman too ; 
lie brought me a Letter from my Sifter, which I have 
about me. ■ tiere, you may read it. 

Roeh. Ay, *tis her Hand; I know it well j and I al- 
jnoft blulh to fee it. \^J/ide. 

• IReads."] 

Dear Brothett 

^Lady of mj^^ Acquaintance iatefy djfing, heg^d me^ as 
■^ her laft Requefi^ to frofvide for this Boy, who iiuas 
her Page, I hope 1 hanje ohe^d my Friend* s lafi ComfnanJy 
and obliged M Brother^ hy fending him to you, Pri^ dij^fe 
of him as much as you can for bis Ad'vantage. AU friends 
are 'welly and I am 

Tmr affe^umate Sifter^ 

Leanthe. ' 

\While be reads y Love, talks to Brufh, and gives 
' bim fame jyir^^ions feemingly. 

All Friends arc well ; ts that all ? Not a Word of 

pCiOT RoehucAf —f wonder Ihe mentiori'd nothing of 

my Misfortunes to her Brother. But Ihc has forgot me 

•already. True Woman ftlll Well, T may excufe. 

her, for I am making all the hade I can to forget 
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Love. Be fare you have an Eye upon him, and come 
to me prefently at Widow Bullfinch*^. \AJide to Bruih.} 
I— ^Well, George, you won't commanicaie your Succefs r 

Roeb, You may guefs what you pleafe. -— I'^n at 
merry after a Miftrefs as after a Bottle. — All Air ; brim 
full of Joy , like a Bumper of Claret fmiling and fparkling* 

JL5«i;r, Then you'll certainly run over. 

Roeb, No, no, nor (hall I drink to any Body ■ 

{^Exeunt fevcraliy, 

SCENE changes to a Dining-room in Wiiion.v Bullfinch*/ 
Houfe. A Fhtte and Mv/ick-hook upon the TahU ; Cafe of 
^iTfs hanging up. 

Enter Rigadoon the Dancing maftery leading in Mockmode 
hy both Hands, as teaching him the Minuet \ he fings 
and Mockmode dances auknxardly ; Qluh fol/o^ivs. 

Rig. Tal— dal—deral One— Two Tal— dal 

*- dcral ■ Coupe — ^ Tal — dal — deral— Very 
well dal— T deral ■■ Wrong -— — Tal -^ dal 

'^- deral . QbferveTime ; ——Very well indeed. 

Sir ; you Ihall dance as well as any Man in England ; 
you have an excellent Difpofition in your Limbs, Sir •— 
Obferve roe. Sir. 

, . [Here the Mafer dances a new Minuet ; and at evety 
Cut Club makes an aukvjard hnitatioHy by leaping 
up. 
And fo forth. Sir. 

Mock, I'm afraid we (hall difturb my Landlady. 

Rig. Landlady ! You muft have a care of that ; 
(he'll never pardon you. — — Landlady I Every Woman, 
from a Countefs to a Kitchen-wencb, is Madam i and 
every Man, from a Lord to a Lacquey, ^ir. 

Mock. Mufl I then lofe my Title of 'Squire, 'Squire 
Mockmode ? 

Rig, By all means, Sir ; *Squire and Fool are the fame 
thing here. 

Mock. That's very comical, faith — — But is there an 
A& of Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon ? --•— Well, 
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fince I can*t be a 'Squire, Pll do as well ; I have a great 
Eflate, and want only to be a great Beau, to qudify 
me either for a Knight or a Lord. By the Univerfe, 
I have a great mind to bind myfelf Trentice to a 
Beau i ' CouM I but dance well, pufti well, play upon 
the Fhite, and fwear the mofl mcdifh JOaths, I wouM 
let up for Quality wiih e*er a young Nobleman of 'em 

7i\\ Pray what are the mod &fhionable Oaths in 

Town ? Xo9nSy I take it, is a very becoming One. 

Rig, Zoons is only us*d'by the disbanded Officers and 
Bullies : But Zauns is4he Beau's Pronundatioo. 

Mock. Zauns ? 

Club. Zauns. 

Rig. Yes, Sir, we fwear as we dance ; fmooth, and 
with a Cadence. ■-■ ■ Zauns ! 'Tis harmonious, and 
pieafes the Ladies, because *tis foft. — * Zauns, Madam—- 
is the only Complement our great Beaux pafs on a Lady. 

Mock. But fuppofe a Lady fpeaks to me, what muft I 

Rig. Nothing,' Sir — — you muft take Snufh, grin, 
and make her ah humble Cringe — — Thus : 

IHe bo^MS Fofpifiiy and takes Snujb ; Mockmode fWf 
taifs him oukivarMy ; and takipg Sn^/b, /necscef. 

Rig, O Lard, Sir, you mufl never fneeze; 'tis as on? 
becoming after Orangeree^ as Grace after Meat. . 

Mock. 1 thought People took it to ckar the Brain. . 

Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; their Skull 
is a perfedl SnuQi-box; and I heard a Phyfidan fwear, 
who open'd one of 'em, that the three Divifions ^ 
his Hcaid were fiU'd with Oraf^ene^ Bourgamot^ and 
PlainSpaniJIf. 

M9ck. Zauns, I mull fnees« «-t-« \Snee»es.'\'-^ ffieft 
me. 

Rig. O fie, Mr. Mockmode ! What a ruilical Expreffion 
that is ? •— «— Blefs me ! ■ ■ You &ould upon s&I fuch 
Occafions cry, Dem me. You would be as nauieou« 
to the Ladies, as one of the old Patriarchs, if you 
us*d that obfolete Expreflion. 

Club. I find, that going to the Devil Is very modilb 
in this Town •—•-*• Pray, Mailer Dancing-maflei', what 
Religion may thcfc Beaux be of? Rig, 
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J?j^. A ibrt of IndUns in their Religioii, they wor« 
fltip the firft thing the/ iee in the Morning. 

Mock. What's that. Sir i 

Rig, Thdr own Shadows in the Glafs ; and fomeof' ei» 
fuph Hellifli F^ces, that may frighten *em into Devotion-. 

Mock. Then they are Indiams right, for they worihip 
the Devil. 

Rig. Then yott ihall be as great a Beau as any of *em. * 
Bat yoa muft be fure to mind your Dancing. 

M^k, Is notMiifick very convenient too ?■ i ' I can* 
pky the Bells and Maiden Fair already. jUamirt^ Bi^ 
Wimiy Cefilfa, Dela/ol, Eh, Efaut, Ge/olreut. I have 
'em ail by heart already. But I have been plaguily 
puacerd about the Etymology of thefe Noles ; and cer- 
tainly a Man cannot arrive at any PeHe^UoOy anieis he 
underftands the Derivation of the Terms. 

Rig. O Lard, Sir, that's eafy. Efaut and Ge/oU 
rent were two famous German Muftcians, and tiie rell 
Wei« IhUians. 

Mock, But why are they only feven ? 

Rig. From a prodigious Bafs- Viol with feven ^ngs,. 
that play'd a Jigg, callM, the Mufick of tU Spheres ; the 
feven Planets were nothing bat Fiddk-ftrings. 

Moek. Then your Scan have made ^ou a Dancing- 
mailer ? 

R^. O Lard, Sir, PythtigorMs • was a Dandng-mafter t 
be fSews the Creation to be a Country Dance, where, 
after fesiM Antick Changes, all the Parts fell into their 
places, and there they liand ready, tiH the next iqueak 
of a Phibfopher's Fiddle fets them a dailcing again. 

Club, Sir, here comes the Pulhing-mafter. 

Rig. Then I'il be gone. But you muft have a care 
of puihing, *cwi!l fpoil th» nicenefs of your Steps. Learn 
a FiouriCh or two ; and that's all a Beau can have oc- 
cafion for. [£;ir//Rig; 

Enter Nimblewrift. 

Mock. Oh, Mr. Ktmhle'wrijt I I crave you ten thou- 
£uk1 Pardons, by theUniverfe. 

Nimh. That was a home Thmil Good Sir, I hoptf 
you're for a Breathing this Morning. \^akti Jkvinafoil.^ 
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— ril affurc you, Mr. Mockmode, you will make an ex- 
cellent Swordfman ; you're as well fhap'd for Fencing 
as any Man in Europe, The Duke of Burgundy is juft 
of your Make j he puflies the fined of any Man in 
France, ■ Sa, fa like Lightning. 

Mock. Tm much in love with Fencing : But I think 
Backrword is the beft Play. 

•Nimb, Oh Lard, Sir ! ■■ Have you ever been in 

France, Sir ? 

MocL No, Sir; but I underftand the Geography of 
It. -^France isbounden on the North with the Rhine, 

Ninth, No, Sir; a Frenchman is bounded on the 
North with Quart, on the South with Tierce, and fo 
forth. *Tis a noble Art, Sir ; and tvtry one that 
wears a Sword is oblig'd by his Tenure to learn. The 
Rules of Honour are engrav'd on my Hilt, and my 
Blade mu ft maintain 'cm. My Sword's my Herald, and 
the bloody Hand my Coat of Arm?. 

Mock. And how long have you profefs'd this noble Art, 
Sir? • ' 

Nimb. Truly, Sir, I ferv'd an Apprcnticeftiip to this 
I'rade, Sir. 

Mock, What ! arc ye a Corporation then ? 

Nimb. Yes> Sir ; the Surgeons have taken us into 
theirs, becaufe we make fo much Work for 'em.— — 
But, as I was telling you. Sir, I profefs'd this Science 
till the Wars broke out ; but then, when every body 
got Commifiions, I put in for one, ferv'd the Campaigns 
in Flanders ; and when the Peace broke out, was dif- 
banded ; fb, among a great many other poor Rogues» 
am forc'd to betake to my old Trade. Now the pub- 
lick Quarrel's ended, I live by private ones. I live 
ftill by dying, as the Song goes. Sir. While we have 
Etigli/h Courage, French Honour, and Sfanijh Blades a- 
mong us, I fhall live. Sir. 

Mock. Surely your Sword and Skilldid the King great 
Service abroad. - . 

Nimb, Yes, Sir ; I kill'd above fifteen of our own 
Officers by private Duels in the Camp, Sir; kill'd 'em 

fairly I 
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^irly ; kilPd 'em thus, Sir»-«-— Sa^fa, fa,- fa. Parry, 
. parry, parry. ' 

\liepu/he5 Mockraodc on the Ribs ; heftrtket Nimblc- 
wrift fnjer the Head^ and breaks the FoiL 

Club. What's the Name of that Thruft, pray. Sir ? 

Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir f he did not touch me, not in the 
leaft. Sir, the Foil was crack'd, a palpable Crack. 

[^Bloodruns donxjn his Face. 

Club, A very palpable Crack, truly. Your Skull is - 
only crack'd, palpably crack'd, that's all. 

Mock. Well, Sir, if you plcafe to teach me my Ho- 
nours— My Dancing-mafter has forbid me any more, 
left I ihould diicompoie my Steps. 

Nimb. Your Dancing-mafler is a Blocldiead, Sir. 

Enter Rigadoon. 

Rig. T forgot my Gloves, and fo— — — 

MocL Oh Sir f he calls you Blockhead, by the Uni- 
verfe. 

Rig, Zauns, Sir [Foppijhiy. 

Nimb. Zoons, Sir—— Bluffijhly. 

Rig. I have more Wit in the fole of my Foot, than 
you have in your whole Body. 

Nimb. Ay, Sir ; you Caperers dance all your Brains, 
into your Heelsj which makes you carry fuch empty 
Noddles. Your Rational's reversed, carrying your Un- 
derflandings in your Legs. Your Wit is the perfect An- 
tipodes to other Mens. 

Rig. And what are you, good Moniieur fa, la ? Stand 
upon your Guard, Mr. Mockmode^ he's the greateft ial- 
fifier in his Art ; he'll fill your Head fo full of French 
Principles of Honour, that you won't have one of Ho- 
nefty left. His Breaft-plate there he calls the Butt of 
Honour; at which all the Fools in the Kingdom ^oot, 
and not one can hit the Mark. 

Nimb. You talk of Robin Hood, who never fliot in 
his Bow, Sir— You Dancers are the Battledors of the Na- 
tion,, that tofs the light foppifh Shuttlecocks to and agen, to 

get your felvfes in heat. ^Have a care, Mr. Mockmode ; 

this Fello>y will make a mere Graihopper of you — Sir,- 
you're the 'grand Pimp, to Foppery ahdLewdncfs; and 
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the Devil and a Dancing-Mafter, dance a Corante over 
the whole Kingdom. 

^1^. A Pimp, Sir ! What then, Sir? I enga^ Cou- 
ples into the Bed of Love, bat you match 'em into the 
bed of Honour. We only juggle Peode out of their 
Chafiity, but you cheat *em out of their Lives. We (hall 
have you, Mr. Mockmodey grinning in the Bed of Honour, 
as if you laaghM at the Fool who mull be hang'd for 
you. Which is beft, Kfr. Nimblenvrift^ an eafie Mi- 
nuet, ot a Tsburn Jigg ? 

Nimb, Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, left chat 
Art you (b revile fhou'd revenge it felf ; for e!vtTy 
one of you that live by Dancing, (hou*d Die by Pufh- 
ing. Sir. 

jRjr. And every Man that lives by Pufiiing, Ihou'd 
. die 6ancing« I take it. 

Nimh, Zoons, Sir ! What d'ye mean ? 

Rig. Nothing, Sir i --Tall dal—^eral. [ Da»- 

f^/.]— -.^This takes the Ladies, Mr. Mockmo^e ; this 
runs away with all the great' Fortunes in the Town. 
Tlio' you be a Fool, a Fop, a Coward, dance well, and 
you'captivate the Ladies. The moving a Man's Limbs 
^ pliamly, does the Bufinefs. If you want a Fortune, 
come 10 me-— Tall dal deral— — . [^Dances, 

jNimb. No, no, to me. Sir— -(a— ia— -does your 
Builnefs foonefl: with a Woman : A dean and manly 
Extenfion of all your parts—Ha— Carrying a true Point 
is the matter. Sa, fii^ fa, fa,— —Defend your felf. 

[ Fu/hes at Rigadoon, 'who Dances and Sings^ retiring 
off the Stage: 

Bnter BuMnch. 

BuH, Oh Goodncfs \ What a Room*s here f CouM 
not Fellows wipe their Feet before they came ug I And 
here*s ifuch a tripping and fuch a ilampin|;, that they have 
broke down all the Cieling. You Danong and Fencings- 
Mailers have been the Downfal oif many Houfes. 
Get out of my Doors j my Houfe was never in fuch, 
a pickle. — — You Country Gentlemen, newly come 
to London, like your own SpanieU out of a Pond^ mull 

be 



Lwe and a Bottle. 35 

be fliaking the-Water off, and befpatter evtry body a- 
bout yoa*' i ■ 

[ Mbdkotiode ba^hg taken Snu/h, cJMngi /# 
fiteezt, Jkixes inker face. 

Mock, Zauns^ Madam \Snee«iei, ]-^ Blsfs rae*— i** 
» Dem me, I mean. 

BuUy He's tainted. TKefe curfed Flies have btown 
lipon him already. 

Mock, Sa^ fa, 1. 1. Defend Flankonide, Madam J 

^«i7. Ah, Mr. Mockmshy my Puihing and Dmdng 
JDays are done I But I had a Son, Mr. Moekmt^ey that 
•woa'd match you— — «A1]^ my poor R0bsn f He dy^d 
of an Apoplexy; he was as pretty a young Man as evec 
ftep'd into a black Lather Shoe ; He was as liks you* 
Mr. Mockmode, as one Egg is like another; he dy*d 
like an Angel ■ But I am fiire he mighc 

have recovered but for the Phyiicians -i Oh thde 

PoQoTSt theie Doctors ! 

Mock, Blefs the Dodys, I iay ; fori believe they kiU'd 
my honed old Father. 

BuU. Ay, that's true. If my Rehin had left me ant' 
Eftate, I (hould have iaid'^fo too. ,[Crieu 

Mock. Zauns, Madam, you mull not be melancholy/ 
Madam. 

BuU, Well, Sir, I hope you'll give us the Beverage 
of your fine Cloaths. I'll afTure you. Sir, they £t yon 
very well, and I like your Fancy mightily. 

Mock. Ay, ay, Madaih. But what's mofl modiih for 
Beverage ? For, I fuppoie, the Fafhicn of that alters with 
the Cloaths. 

Bull, The Taylors are the beft Jiidgcs of that 
But Champaigne, I fuppofe. 

Mock, Is Champaigne a Tajrlor ? Now, methinks, that 
were a fitter Name for a Wig^maker.*— — I think they 
call my Wig a Champaigne. 

B'ulL You're clear out. Sir, clear out. Chan^igne 
is a iiife Liquor, which all your great Beaux drink to 
make 'em witty. 
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^ MffcL Witty ! Oh, by the Unireric, I maft be witt/J 
I'll drink nothing clfe ; I never was witty in all mj 
Life. I love Jokes dearly. — i— Here, C/a^, bring as a 
Bottle of —what d'ye call it ? •— the Witty Liquor. 

Bull. But I thought all you that were bred at the 
Univcrfity fhou'd be Wits naturally. 

Mock. The quite contrary. Madam, there's no fuch 
thing there. We dare not have Wit there, for fear of 
being counted Raket. Your folid.Philofophy is all read 
there, which is clear another thing. But now I will be 
a Wit, by the Univcrfc. I muft get acquainted with 
the great Poets, Landlady, you muft introduce me. 

BuH. Oh dear me. Sir ; Wou'd you ruin me ? I in- 
troduce you ? No Widow dare be feen with a Poet, for 
icar (he fhould be thought to keep him. 

Mock. Keep him ! What*s that ? They keep nothing 
but Sheep in the Country : I hope, they don't fleece the 
Wits. 

Bull. Alas, Sir, they have no Fleeces ? there's a 
great Cry, but little Wool, however, if you wou'd 
be acquainted with the Poet$, I can prevail with a 
KJeiitleman of my Acquaintance to introduce you ; 'tis 
one Love^elty a fine Gentleman that comes here feme- 
times. 

Mock. Lyvenvell ! By the Univerfe, tny Rival ; I heard 
of him in the Country : This puts me in mind of my 
IVIiitrefs-— -Zauns, I'm certainly become a Beau al- 
read;^ ;, for I was fo in love with my felf, I quite for- 
•got her. i— I have a Note in my Pocket-book to find 
her out by. " ■ 

[Pulls out a large Pocket-Book ; turning over the 
Leaves, reads to htmfelf. 

Six-pence for walhing— Two-pence to the Maid 

— ^Six-pence for Snulh One Shilling for Butter'd Ale. 

—^— By the Univerfe, I have loflthe Direftions,— - 
Hark ye. Madam, does this &me LovevjeU come often 
here, fay you ? 

Bull. Y^iy Sir, very often- '-There's a Lady of his Ac- 
quaintance, a Lodger in the Houie juft now* 

Mock^ 
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Moc. A Lady of his^ Acquaiirfance, a Lodger in the 
Houfe juft now ! of his Acquaintance, do you fay ? 

Bull, Yes, and a pretty Lady too. 

Mock, And he comes often here, you fay. By the U- 
niverfe, ftiouM I happen 'to lodge in the fame Houfe 
with my Miflrefs — Igad, it muft be the fame. Can 
you tell the Woman's Hs,me ? — Stay — Is her Name 
Lticinda f . 

Bull. Perhaps it may. Sir ; but I lielieve (he's a Wi* 
dow, for fhe has a young Son, aivd Tm fure 'tis legi- 
timately begotten ; for it is the bfaveft Child you ftiaji 
fee in a Rummer's Day : 'tis not like one of our puling 
Brats of ^ the Town here, born with the Difeafes of half 
a dozen Fathers about it. 

Mock, By the Univerfe, I don't femembei' whether my 
Miflrefs is Maid or Widow: But a Widow, fo njuch the 
better ; for all your London Widows are devilifh rich, they 
&y. Sh« came in a Coach, did fhe not^ Madam \ . . 

Bull, Yes, Sir, yes. 

Mock, Then 'tis infallibly fhe -— - I>oes fhe not al- 
ways go out in her Coach ? 

Bull, She has not flirr*d abroad fince fhe came, Sir. , 

Mock, Oh, I was told fhe was very referv'd, tho' 'tis 
very much gf a Widow. I have, often heard my Mo- 
thcr'lay, that fitting at Home and Silence were very be- 
coming in a Maid ; and fhe has often chid, my Sifter Z)i- 
rothy for gadding out to ■ the Meadows^ and tumbling 
amoUg the .vocks with the Hay- makers. Igad, I'm 
tl^ moft -fucky Son pf a Whore; I was wrapt in the 
Tlail-^ my Mother's Smock, Landlady, 

Enter Servant. 

Bull, . Oh, but this Lady, Sir. ■ 

Ser, Madam, here's a Gentleman below wants tofpeak 
with you inftantly. * 

' : Bidl, With me. Child! Sir, I'll wait on you in a Mi- 
nute. {Exit ^ith Servant. 
Enter Club woiih Wine and Glaffes,. 

Mock. Is that the witty Liquor ? Come, fill the Glailcs. 

Now that I have found my Miflrefs,. I mafl next find 

my Wits. 
^ t Club. 
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CM, So you had need, Mafter ; for th^ that Cni a 
Miftrefe, are generally out of their Wits. 

\Gi<vis him a G/a/s. 

Mxh Come, fill your felf. ITht^ jit^e and drink. 
But whcre*s the Wil now. Club ? Have you found it \ 

Club, Ipd, Mafter, I think 'tis a very good Jcft. 

Uoch What ? 

Club. What! why drinking. You'll find. Mailer, 
that this fame Gendeman in the Straw Doublet, this 
iame mili'tb'Wbifp^ is a Wit at the Bottom. [Fills. -^ 
Here, liere. Mailer ; how it punt and quibUes in the 

Glafs! 

Mock. By the Univcrfe, now I have it ; the Wit lies 
in the Jingling : AU Wit codiik moil in Jingling. Hear 
Jhow the Glai&s rhyme to one another. 

Cbib. What, Mafter, arc theic Wits fo apt to dafli ? 

[Jiff^le the GJafiTes. 
' Mtick. Oh by the Univerfe, by the Univerfe, this is 
Wit [Breaks 'em.^ My Landlady is in the njht. — — 
1 have often heard there was Wit in breaking Glailes. It 
would be a very good Joke to break the Flask now. 

Cluh. I find tiien that this fame Wit is very brittle 
Ware.— But I think. Sir, 'twere no Joke to fpill the 

Wine. 

Mock. Why. there's the Jcft, Sirrah ; aU Wit confifts 
in lofmg ; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy 
this fame Wine is all fold at miTs Cofice-houie. Do 
yoa know the way thither. Sirrah ? I long to (ee Mr.. 
Comtek and Mr. Tagrhimes with the reft of 'cm. I 
wonder how they look ! Certainly thefe Poets muft have 
fomething extmordinary in their Faces. Of all the 
Rarities in the Town, I long to. fee notUng more than 
the Poets » and^/</&«— Comein, Cluh; I muft go 
praftife my Honours — Tal -^ dal — dcral — 

[Exit 4f sfcingf and Club tefifi^^ 

Enter luovtvff^l and Bullfinch. 
BuH, Oh, MuLavenveJlf you come ju ft in th^ nick; 
T was ready to fpoil all, by telling hinv. ihe was a 
Stranger, and juft^ now come. 

Lovcm 
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Lvue, Wd]»*^ dear Madam, be cautious for the fbtiim ; 
^tis the moft fortunate Chance that ever befel -me^ 
*Tweie conve&iettt we had the other Lodgers of our 
fide. 

Bull. There*-s no Body but Mr. Lyrick i and you had a» 
iafely tell a Stoiy over a Groaning-cheeTe, as to him. 

Love, How. fo? 

Bull, Why, you waSt know, that he has been Lying- 
in thefe four Montlls of a Play i and he has got all the 
Mttfes about him; a P^cel of themoft tattling Goffips. 

ZrffoY. C6me, come ; no more words ; but to our Bu* 
finefs. I will certainly reward you. But have youjn^ 
good Hopes of itsfucceeding ? • 

Bull. Very wdl of the 'Squire*s fide. But Fm a* 
fra:d your Widow will never play her pait, fliers fo 
aukward, and fo (ullen. 

Love, Go you andinflru£l her, while I manage Ai&irs 
abroad. 

Bull, She's always raving of one Roebuck. Prithfee, 
JtfhkO is this fame Roebuck ? «—■ ' ■ Ah» Mr. Lave*wellr 
Fm Afraid this Widow of yours is ibmething elfe at the 
Bottom ; Fm afraid there has been a Dog in the Well. 

[Exit. 
Enter Bmfh. 

Love, So, Sirrah, where have you left the Gendf* 
man ? 

Brufi. In a Friend's Houfe, Sir. 

Love. What Friend? 

Bn^. Why, a Tavern. 

Love, What took him there } 

Brujh. A Coach, Sir. 
• Love, How d'ye mean ? ^ . - 

Bru/b^ A Coach and Six, Sir, no kfs,"l'll aiTure yop^ 
Sir. . 

Love, A Coach and Six ! 

Bru/I^, yes, Sir, fix Whores and a carted Bawd. He 
pick'd'emall up in the Street, and is gone with this 
^lendid Itetinue into the Sun by Covent-GarJen, I 
ask'd hiq^ what he meant ? He told no, he only 
wanted to whet> when the Tcry Sight of 'cm tum'd 
mj Stomach. Love^ 
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Love.^ The Fellow will have his fwing, tho' he hang 
for^c. However, run to bim, and bid him take the 
Name of Mockmode ; call him&lf Mockmode upon all 
Occafions ; and tell him, that he ihall find me here a- 
bout Four in the Afternoon -— Ask no Queftions, but 
fly— [jE-v/V Brufh.] So :— His ufurping that Name gives 
him a Title to court Lucinda^ by which I (kail difcover 
her Inclination to this Mockmode^ whofe coming to 
Town has certainly occaiion*d her Quarrel with me ; 
while I fet the Hound himfelf upon a wrong Scent, and 
ten to one provide for Miftrefs T^rudge bv the Bar- 
gain. *Tis faid, one can't be^ a Friend ana a Lover ; 

Buttfpojitetotbat, this Plot Jhall prwe, 

nifemfe my Friend by swhat ajjljh mf Love. [Exit. 

- The End of the Second M. 

ACT III. 
SCENE, LucindaV Houfe. 

Enter Leanthc fola, dre/s'd like a Page,- 

[Ethinks this Livery fuits ill" my Birth; but 
Slave to Love, I mull not diibbey ; his Ser- 
vice is the harden Vaflalage, forcing the 
Powers Divine to lay their God (hips down 
to be more Gods, more happy here below— 
Thus I, poor Wanderer, have left my Country, dif- 
guisM my felf fo much, I hardly loiow whether this 
Habit, or my Love, be blindeft ; to follow one, j)er- 
haps, who loves me not, tho' every Breath of his foft 
Words was Paflion, and ^txy Accent Love. Oh Roe" 
buck! " \Weeps. 

Enter Roebuck. 
R^eb. This is the Page, Love's Link-Bojr, that muft 

lijjht 
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light me the Way How now, pretty Boy ,• has your 
Lady beaten yoii ? ha ! -^— This Lady muft be a Venus^ 
for ihe has got a Cupid in her Family. *Tis a wondrous 
pretty Boy— [Leanthe ^ar/j, and flares at him J] but a 
very comical Boy— .What the Devil does he ftare at ? 

• Lean. Oh Heav'ns ! is the Objefb real, or are my 
Eyes felfe? Is that Roehuci ? or am I ^Leanthe ? Vol 
afraid he^s not the fame ; and too Ture I'm not my felf— 
4fide.'\ " \Weep5. 

Roeb. What OfFence could fuch pretty Innocence com- 
mit, to deferve a Panifhment to make you cry ? 
. Lean, Oh Sir ! a wondrous Oiience. 
. Roeb. What was it, my Child ? 

Lean. I prickM my Finger with a Pin, till I made ic 
bleed. 

Roeb. Such little Boys as you fliould have a care of 
iharp things. 

Lean. Indeed, Sir, we ought ; for it prickM me fo 
deep, that the Sore went to my very Heart. 

Roeh. Poor Boy f here's a PJailer for your fore Fin- 
ger. \Givei hint Gold, 

LiMn> Sir> yoa had beft keep it for a fore Fi^er. 

[Returns i/. 

• Roei. O* my Confdence the Boy's witty, but not very 
wife in retoming Gold«^— -Come, come, you fliall take 
it. [Forces.it t^on him, and kij^s him. 

Lean, That's the fitter Cure for my fore Finder ■ ' 
.The fame dear Lips flill. Oh that the Tongue within 
them were as true I [AJide. 

Roeb. ^y Heav'ns, this Boy has the fofteft Pair of Lips 
I ever tailed. I ne*er found before, that Ladies kifs'd 
their Pages ; but now if this Rogue were not too young, 
I fhou'd fufpedl he were before-hand with me. Egad, I 
mtiA kifs him again . Come, you (hall take the 

Money. \KiJfes, 

Lean. Oh how he bribes me into Bribery \ Afide.'\ But 
what muft I do with this Money, Sir ? 

Roeb. You muft get a little Miflrefs^ and treat her 
with it. 

Lean, Sir, I have one Miftrefs already ; and, they fey, 

no 
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no Man can ferve two Maflers, mach lefs twoMiftreft^ 
How many Miftrefles have youy pray? 

Roe^. Umh f I gad> the Boy has pos'd m e Hqw 

many, phild ? Why, let me fee — ^Therc was Mrs. Mkty^ 
Mts, Margarety Mrs. Lu^, Mn,$mJiifiy}Ars. Jmfy, and 
fo forth ; to the number of five aixl twenty, or there- 
abouts. 

Lean. O ye Powers ! and did' you love them all ? 

Roeh. Yes, defperatcly 1 wou'd have drank and 

fought for any one of 'em : I have fworn and ly'd ta 
every one of *em, and have lain with *em all : That^s 
for your Encouragement, Boy. Loani betimes. Youth % 
young Plants (hou'd be water'd. Your SnuxJc-Face wa» 
made for a Chamber UtenfiL 

Lean. And did not one efcape ye ? 
Rod. Yes, one did-— th^ Devil take her* 
Lea». \* hat, don't you love her then ? 
Rtek No, faith; but I bear her an amorous Grudge 
dill ; fomething between Love and Sptte.*««4 could kill 
lier widi Kindnefs. 

Lnm. I don*t beUeve it» Sir i voo couM not be if 
hard-hearted, fure : Her hoMOiaUe PkiffoBt I tUnk» 
jlio«*d pkafeyou beft. 

Rath. O Chtldf Boiys of your Age aie conlfamall/ 
jtadias Roaances, filling your Heads with that old Bom- 
baft of Love and ikoour : Bttt when you come to nqr 
YeaiBy you'll andehdand better things. 

Lion. And mnft I be a fiilfe trea^erous Yiliain^ whtn 
I come to your Years, Sir ? Is Falfhood and Perjmy efien- 
tial to the perfeA State of Manhood ? 

Roei. Pihaw, Children and old Men always talk thus 
fooliihly-k——- You underiUnd nothing. Boy. 

Lean. Yes, Sir, I hare been in Love, and much more 
than yoo, I perceive. ^ ' 

Roe^. It appears then, that 'there's no Service in the 

World fo educating to a Boy, as a Lady's By yo^e, 

this Spark may be older than I imagine. Hark ye. Sir ;. 
do yon never pull off your Lady's Shoes and Stockings ? 
Do you never reach her the — Pincuihion ? Do you never 

•fit 
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fit on her Bddflde, and fing t^ her ? Ha ! Come, tell 

me, that^s my eood Boy. [Makes mtch ofhim\ 

Lean. Yes, 1 do fing her afleep fometimes. 

Roeb, But do you never waken her again ? 
• Leam No, but I conftantly wake my felf ; my Rett's 
always diflurbM by Vifions of the Devil. 

R^b, Who wou*d inugine now, that this young Shaver 

cou'd dream of a Woman fo foon ? But what 'Songi 

does your Lady delight in raoft ? 

Lean. Paffionate ones^ Sir ; I'll iing you one of 'em, 
if you'll ftay. 

Roeb, With all my Heart, ipy little Cherubim. The 
Kogue is fond of (hewing his Parts. «—Come» begin. 

A S O N G : Set by Mr. RUbarJfin. . 

I. 
TLIO W bUJfed an Lwm in Difgmfi f 
■" likt&dstbi^/ii, . 

At Jd$tiii, 
Vrnfien fy humam tjit. 

Sxfu^ d to nfiiw, 

tm hUfromynif 
Tm abir% yet tbifanm 

Tbf Dari conauk mt. 

Love reveals me ; 
Lpve^ 'wbkb l^bti me fy its Fbme^ 

II. 

Were you notfalfiy you vooi^d me htowi 

For tbo* your Eyes 

Cot^d not devtfey 
Your Heart had told you fo» 

Tour Heart voffid beat % 

With eager Heat^ 
And me by Sympathy Vioi/tdfindl 

True Love might fee 

One chan^dlike mey 
Falfe Love is only blind* 
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Roeb. Oh my little Angel in Voice and Shape f-—— 
[Kijfes hen'] I cou'd wilh my fclf a Female for thy 
a ke. 

Lean. YouVe much better as you are for my fake. 

Roeb, Or ifthou wert a Woman, I wouM 

Lean. What would you ? marry me^? would you rhar- 
ly me ? 

Roeb. Marry you. Child ! no, no ; I love you too well 
for that, you fhould not have my Hand, but ail my Body 
at once. ■ But to our Bufinefs : Is your Lady at home ? 

Lean. My Lady ! What Bufinefs have you with my 
Lady, pray Sir? 

Roeb. Don't ask Queftions. You know Mr. L(fve<vtieU* 

Lean. Yes, very well. He's my great Friend, and one 
I wou'd ferve above alltheWorld— — but his Sifter— 

Roeb. His Sifter !-•— Ha, that gives me a Twinge for 
my Sin _Pray, Mr. Rage^ was Leanthe well whea 
you left her? 

Lean. Yes, Sir ; but wondrous melancholy, by the 
Departure of a dear Friend of hers to another World. 

Roeb. Oh, that was the Perfon mentionM in her Let- 
ter, whofe Departure occaiion'd your Departure for Et^- 
land. 

Lean, That was the Occafion of my coming, too fure» 

Sir: Oh» 'twas a dear Friend to me I the Lofs makes 

m^ weep. 

Roeb. Poor tender-hearted Creature ? —-But I ftill find 
there was not a Word of me— —Pray, good Boy, let 
your Miflrefs know, here's one to wait on her. 

Lean, Your Bufinefs is from Mr. Ltyve<vuelly I fuppofe. 
Sir. 

Roeb. Yes, yes. 

Lean. Then I'll go* ' \Exit. 

Roeb. I have thrown my Caft, and am fairly in for't. 
But a'n't I an impudent Dog ? Had I as much Gold in 
my Breeches, as Brafs in my Face, I durtt attempt a 
whole Nunnery. This Lady is a reputed Virtue, of good 
Fortune and Quality ; I am a rakehelly RafcaU not worth 
a Groat \ and, without any farther Ceremony, am go- 
ing 
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ing to debauch her. ■ Bm hold— -« She does not 

know that Vm this rakehelly Rafcal ; and I know that 
ihe^saWoman^ one of Eighteen too; beaatiful, witty. 
■ O* my Confcience, upon fecond Thoughts, I am 
not fo impudent neither.—— Now as to my Manage^nenr^ 
I'll firil try the whining AddieiTes, and fee if fhe'U bleed 
in the foft Vein, 

Enter Lucinda, 

Luc. Have you any Bufinefs with me, Sir ? 

Roel. Thus look'd the Forbidden Fruit, lufcious and 
tempting. 'Tis lipe, and will foon fal], if one will 
Ihake the Tree. . [Jfide. - 

Luc. Have you any Bufinefs with me. Sir ? 

[^Comes nearer, 

Bveb. Yes, Madam, the Bus'nefs of Mankind ; to 
adore you. My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro* 
my Veins, and' at every Pulfe of nty Heart animates' me 
with a fieih Pai&on— ««— ^W<mder not, Madam, at the 
Power of your eyts^ whofe pointed Darts have ilruck on 
a young and tender Heart, which they eafiiy pierced, 
and which, unaccuftom'd to fuch. Wounds\ finds the , 
Smart more painftil. 

[Lean, peeps."] Oh Tray tor ! Juft fuch Words he {faikk 
to me. 

Luc. Hey day ! I was never fo attacked in all my 
Life* In Love with me. Sir \ Did you ever fee me 
before ? 

Roeb. Never, by Jove.'^Mde.'] Oh, ten thoufand 
times. Madam. Your lovely Idea is always in my View, 
either afleep or awake, eating or drinking, walking, 
fitting, or (landing ; alone, or in Company, my Fancy 
wholly feeds upon your dear Image, §nd every Thought 
is you-—- Now have -J told about fifteen Lyes in a 
Breath. [4fi^e. 

Luc. I fuppofe. Sir, you are fome conceited young 
Scribler, who has got the Benefits of a firft Play in your 
Pocket, and are now going a Fortune- hunting. 

-Roeh, But why a Scribler, Madam ? Are my Cloaths 
fo coar(e» as if they were fpun by thofe lazy Spinfters 
the Mufes? Does the Parting of my Fore-top (hew fo. 

thin. 
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thin, as if it nfiraibled the two witk^d Tops of Par^ 
paJTsa f Do you fee any thing jMCuliarly whimfical or 
jUnaturM in my Fawe f Is my Countenance ilrain^d, as 
if my Head were diftoned by a Sttangury^ of Thought ? 
J8. there any thing proudly, fbvenly, or a^fefledly care- 
kfs in nay Diefs } Do my Handa look like Paper- 
Moths ? I think. Madam, I have nothing Poetical abont 
me. 

Luc. Ye^ Sir, yon have Wit enough to talk like a 
FdoI; and are Fool eaoogh to talk like a Wit. 

Ro$b^ You caird me Poet, Madadi» and I know no 
iMtter way of Revenge, than to convince you that I am 
one by my Impudence. [Pffers t9 kifs her Hand, 

Luc. Then make me a Copy of Verfes upon that. Six, 

[Wis kim 9H the Ear, and exit. 
Leanthe enttifig. 

Lean. How d'ye like the Stthjaft, Sir ? 

R$eb, *Ti5 a v«ry G(^)ioas 0B0-»-f 5/^/«y. ]— — It has . 
made my JoUs rhyme in my Head. This It is to be 
thought a Poet ; tvety Minx mull be c^ing his Profef- ^ 
£on in his Teeth« What f gone f | 

Lean. Ay, fhe knows that making Veries requires So^ 
litude and Retifement. 

Koeb. She certainly was afraid I intended to beg leave 

to* dedicate ibaoetbing If ever I make Lov^ like ^ 

a poetical Fool again, may I never receive ^y Favour \ 
but a Subjed for a Copy of Verfes. • j 

Re-enter Locinda. 

Luc. I won't difmifs him thus, for fear he Lampoon J 
jne. [j^de.'j —Weil, Sir, have you done them ? 1 

Roeh, Yes,' Madam, will you pleafe to read? 

{^Catches her, andkijjes her three orfiur times. 

Lean. Oh Heaven ! I can never bear it. I muft de- 
Vffc fome Means to part *em. • [Exit, 

Luc. Sir, your Verfes are top rough and conilrainM. 
However, becaufe I gave theQccafion, Til pardon what's 
paft. 

Rpeb, By the Lord, fiie was angry only becaufe I did 
not make< the ht&^Ofkt to her Lips. [Jfide.'] —Then, 
Madami the Peace ift concluded ? 

Luc. 
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tue. Yes, dnd therefore both Parties fhould draw out 
iDf the Field. [Going. 

RM, Not till we makeReprifals. I make Peace with 
Sword in Hand, Madam ; and - till you return my 
Heart which you have taken, or your own in Exchange, 
I will opt put «p. And fo^ Madam, I proclaim open 
War again. [Catches htr. 

$nt£r Leanthe; 

Lean, (% MadaQii ! yonder*s poor little Crahj your 
L^Prdog, has got his Head between two of the Window- 
bars^ and is 1^'d to be ftrangled. 

[^The Dw honvls behind the Scenes. 

Luc, Oh Lard,' mrjrpoor CraUy! I Inuft run to the 
Bjdctie of my poor ITog; 1*11 wait on you inflan(ly» 
#«-CDme, come, Pagje*— — <-Poor Crabhy! 

[Exit n/nth Leaathfi« 

Rofk Oh the Dei^ll choak Crahfy ! WeU, I iind 

theie^s much mooe Rhecorick in the Lips than the 
Tongue.^—— Had Bafs been the firft word of my 
Courtfiiip, I might have gained the Out-works by this. 
Impudence in Love is like Couragp in War ; tho* both 
blind Chances, becauie Women and Fortune rule them. 

. Re-entertitSitiXhe, 

Lean. Sir, my Lady begs your Pardon ; there's fome- 
thing extraordinary hap^nM, which prevents her wai^ 
ing on you, as ihe promised. 

Roeh, What, has Monfieur CraUy rubb'd fome of the 
Hairs off his Neck ? has he diforderM his p-etty Ears? 
•—She won't come again then ? 

Lean, No, Sir, you moft excufe her. 

Roeh. Then Til go and be drunk ■' ■ ■ Hark'e, 
Sirrah, I have half a dozen delicious Creatures waiting 
for me at the Stm ; you ihall abng with me, and have 
your Choice. I'll enter you into the School of Venus,. 
Chili}. 'Tis tknti 3(ou.^]iad loll your Maidenhead, youVe 
tcw,)?uifor Play-things. . ;^ {;^ 

Le/tn. Oh Heavens I I had rather he ftiou'4 ftay, tharv 
go there. [Jfid(,'\ But why will you kcepfuchConhj 
pany. Sir? 
^^ Roeh. 
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Roeb, Nay, if you're for Advice, farewell : 

%len of ripe UnderftandittgJhQitd airways dejpifi. 
What Babes only pra^ifiy and Dotards ad'vi/e. 

[ExiKjinging. 

Lean. Wild as Winds, and unconfin'das Air.— Yet 
I may reclaim him. His FolJies are weakly founded^ 
upon the Principles of Humour, where the very Foun- 
dation helps to undermine the Strndare. How charms- 
ing would Virtue look in him, whofe Behaviour can 
add a Grace to the Unfeemlinefs of Vice ! , 

Enter ljQ£indL2L, 

Luc, What, is the Gentleman gone ? 

Lean. Yes, Madam. He was inftantly taken ill with 
a violent Pain in his Stomach, and was- forc'd to liarfy 
away in a Chair to his Lodging. 
- Liic, Oh poor GentlemaJi I He's one of thofe con- 
certed Fools, that think no Female can refill their 'Temp- 
tations. Blockheads, that invagine all Wit to confift in 
blafpheming Heaven and Women — I'll feed his Va- 
nity, but ftarve his Love. 

Jlnd tju^ all Coxcotnbs meet no letter Fate^ 
Who doubt tfur Sex's Firtme, or dare prompt our Hate, 

\Bxit, 

SCENE LyrickV Chamber in Widonjo BulIiinchV 
Houfe I Papers /cotter' d about the 7abJe, himfe If Jit- 
ting fwriting in a Night Goixn and Cap, * 

Lyr. Two as good Lines as ever were written *-r 
^i/%.] Igad I Ihall maul thefe Topping Fellows, — 
Says Mr. Lee^ 

Let there be not one Glimps, one Starry Sparky 
But Gods meet Gods, and jujlle in the Dark, 

Says little Lyrick, . 

Let all the Lights be burnt cut to a Snuffs ' '^ 
And Gods meet Gods, find , piety, at Blind-man* Mltfi^.'^ ^ 
Very well! • ■ '*^ 

let Gods meet Godi^ and fi » i ifall out and cuff. 

That-« 
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That^s muchriiiended. TheyVe as noble Lines as e*er 
were penned. 0^ ! here comes my damned Mufe ; I am 
always in the Humour of writing Elegy » after a little 
of her Infpirition. 

Enter Bullfinch. 

BttUi Mr. Lyrick, what do you mean by all this ? Here 
you have lodg'd two Years in my Houfe, promised me 
Eighteen-pence a Week for your Lodging, and I have 
ne'er receiv'd eighteen Farthings, not the Value of that, 
Mr. Lyrick, [Snaps nmth her Fingers'] You always putmc 
off with telling me of your Play, your Play i ■ 

Sir^ you (hall play no more with me, I'm in earneft. 

Lyr. This living on Love is the dearcft Lodging — • 
a Man's eternally dunn'd, tho' perhaps he has Jeis of 
one ready Coin than t'other. » ■ There's more Trou- 
ble in a Play than you imagine, Madam. . 

Bu/I, There's more Trouble with a Lodger than yoa 
think, Mr. Lyrick, 

Lyr, Firft, there's the Decorum of Time. 

Bull. Which you never obferve, for you keep the ve- 
ry worft Hours of any Lodger in Town. 

Lyr, Then there's theExadbiefs of Charafters — — 

Bull. And you have the moft fcandalous one I ever 
heard. 

Lyr, Then there's laying the Drama. 

Bull, Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 

Lyr, Then there are Preparations of Incidents, work- 
ing the Paflions, Beauty of Expreffion, Clofenefs of Plot, 
Juflnefs of Place, Turn of Language, opening the Ca- 
taflrophe. 

Bull, Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire and 
Candle, dirty my Houfe, eat my Meat, deftroy my 
Drhik, wear out my Furniture— —— I have lent ypu 
Money out of my Pocket. 

Lyr. Was ever poor Rogue fo ridden ? If ever the 
Muifes had a Horfe, I am he, .■ Faith, Madam, poor 

Pegafus is jaded. 

Bull, Come, come. Sir, he fhian't flip his Neck out .of 
the Collar, for all that. Money I wiH have, aijdMpney 
I jnuil, have ; let your Play and you bpth be damn'd. 

C . Lyr. 
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Lyr, Welly' Madam; my Bookfeller is to brfaig'iiielbme 
twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine prefentiy, whieh 
I hope will free me from your Sheets. 

BuU. My Sheets, Mr. Lfrkk I Fmy what d*ye mean ? 
ni aiTure ^ou. Sir, my Sheets are finer than any of your 
Mvifcs ^mnmg— ^-Marry come up. 

tyr. Faith you have ^ipun me io fine, thiat you hare 
almoil cracked my Thread of Life, as may appear by my 
Spindle-fhahks. 

Bu/I. Why fune-^-i^Where was yoar^it/ia and your 
Melpomene f when the Taylbr wottl<l^iiave ftripped you of 
your Silk Waiftcoat, and have c)ap|/d you on a Stone 
Ponblet ? Would all your golden VeHes have paid the 
Serjeant's Pees ? 

Ljr, Truly y you freed me from Gaol, to cotifine me in 
a Dungeon ; you did not rattf<»m me, but bought me as 
a Slave; fq. Madam, Til porchafe my Freedom as foon 
as pofiible. Fleih and Blood can't bear it. 

BuO, Take your Coorfe, Sir— There were a couple 
■of Gentlemen iuft now to enquire for yott ; and if they 
come again, they lhan*t be put off with the 'cld Story of 
year being abroad. Til promife you that. Sir. {^Exit. 

bfr, Zoons I If this Bookfeller does not bring me Mo- 
ney——— 

Enter Pamphlet. 

Oh ! *Mr. Pamphlet f your Servant. Have you perus'd 

• my Poems ? 

Tarn, Yes, Sir ; and there are fome things very well, 
extraordinary well, Mr. Lyrick : But I don't think 'em 
for my Purpofe— Poetry is a mere Drug, Sir. 

Lfr, Is that becaufe I take Phyfick when I write? 
•*— Damn this coftive Fellow, now he does not appre- 

• hcnd the Joke. [Jfide. 

Pam, No, Sir, but your Name does not recommend 
*em. One muil write himfelf into a Confumption before 
he gain Reputation. 

Lyr, That's the way to ly abed when his Name's up. 
Now I ly abed before I can ^in Reputation. 

Pam, Whyfo, Sir? 



Ij&ve and a Bottle. 5 1 

' Ljrr. Becaofe I have fctrcely any Cloaths to put cai— 
'Ifever MancHd-Penance itt a white Shee t ' 

Pam. You (land only fometimes in a Mrhite Sheet'for 
your Offences with your Landlady. Faith, I have often 
^ woikierM how your Mufecocild take fuch Flights, yoak'd 
to fuch a Cart-load as (he is. 

Lyr. Oh ! they are like the Irtfl!> Horfes, they draw 
•beft by the Tail— —^Have. yen ever feen any of my Bur- 
lefque, Mr. Pamphlet f I have a Projeft of turning three 
or four of our mofl topping Pdlows in Doggrel. As for 
Example : . \Ktais. 

Conquefi ^mnth Laurds has our Arms adwtCd^ 
yhdRome irt Tears of Blood our Jf^er mourned. 
Now, Butchers ivith Rojemary have our Beef adorned. 
Which has in Graty Years our Hunger fkours^d. 

:How d'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ^ ha I Well--— 

. Like Gods, nve pafs'd the. rugged Alpine HUls^ 
Milted pur Way, and drove our hijjit^ Wheals 
Thro cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills, 

2^ow obferve, Mr. Pamphlet ; pray obferve. 

Liie Razors keen, our Km<ves cut Paffage clean 
Through Rills of Fat, and Deluges, of Lean. 
Pam, Very well, upon my Soul. 
lyr, Hurtd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infused, 
Pam, Ay, Sir, Vinegar ! how patly that comes in for 
the Beef, Mr. Lyrick! 'Tis all wondrous fine, indeed. 

Lyr, This is the moft ingenious Fellow of his Trade 

that I have feen ; he underflands a good thing, '^[jffide,'] 

, But as to our Bus'ne^-^*— What are you willing to give 

for thefe Poems ? Prithee fay fomething. There are about 

three thoufand Lines— —Here, take *em for a couple of 

, Guineas. 

Pam, No, Sir; Paper isfb exceflive dear, that X dare 
not ver«ture upon *em. 

Lyr, Well, becaufe you're a Friend, I'll beflow 'em 

upon you.— —Here, take 'em all There's the Hopes 

of a Dedication fiiil. [JJide, 

Pam, . I give you a thoufand Thanks, Sir ; but I dare 

- not venture the Hazard;, they'll never quitCafiin4ied>Sir. 

C z Lyr. 
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Lyr. This Fellow is one of the grealtft Blockheads 
that ever was Member of a Corporatio a How (hall^ 
.1 be revenged ? 

Enter Bey, 

Bey, Sir, there are two Men below deilre to have the 
Honour of kiffing your Hand. 

. Ljr, Thty muft be Knaves or Fools, by their fulfbme 
Complement. Hark ye— — [^j^^^ri the Bty."] ——Bid 
*cm walk up. 

Pam, Since you have got Company, Sir, 1*11 take my 
Leave". 

Lyr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means : We muft 
drmk before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack and a Toafl. 
Thefc arc two Gentlemen out of the Country, who will 
be for all the new things lately publlfh*d ; they'll be good 

Cuftomers Come, fit down You have not 

feen my Flay yet ? —•—Here, take the Pen, and if you 
fee any thing amifs, correA it ; Til go bring 'em up. 
*— Stay, load me your Hat and Wig, or I ihall talce 
cold going down Stairs. 

IHe takes Pamphlet*/ Hat and Wig, anJ puts his Cap 
on Pamphlet'i Head, 

Pam-lSolus'} This is a right Poetical Cap; *tis Bays 
•the Outfide, and thelaning Fuftian.— [/2^ar<//»^.]— This 
IS all Stuffy worfe than his Poems. 

Enter ttvo Bailiffs behind him, and clap him on the 

Shoulder, 

1 Bail, You're the King's Prifoner. 

Pam. That's a good Fancy enough. Mr. Lyrick, Bat 
pray don't interrupt me, Tm in the beft Scene, i^-* Igad, 
the Drama is very well laid. 

2 Bail Come* Sir. 

Pam, Well, well, Sir, I'll pledge ye. Prithee now, 
good Mr. Lyri(k, don't diHurb me. ■ ■ 

Andfurioius Lightnings brandiJFd in her Eyes, 
That's true Spirit of Poetry. ■ 

I Bail, Zoons, Sir, d'ye banter us ? 

[Takes him under each Arm^ and hauls him up. 

I Bail Gentlemen 1 beg your Pardon. How d'ye 

like the City, Gentlemen? If you have any occafion fer 

Books 
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Books to carry into the Country , I can fumifh yoQ as well 
as any Man about PauPs, Where's Mr. Lyrick ? 

1 Bail, Theie Wit^ are damnable canning. I always 
have double Fees for arreilingone of you Wits. Alt 
your Evafions won't do; we undcrftand Trap, Sir; you 
muft not think to catch old Birds with ChafF, Sir. 

Pam, Zoonsy Gentlemen^ I'm not the Perfon : I'm a 
Freeman of the City ; I have good Effedls, Gentlemen, 
good EfFefls. D'ye think to make a Fool of me ? I'm 
aBookfeller, no Poet. 

2 Bail Ah, Sir, we know what you arf . by your 
Fool's Cap there. 

■ I BaiL Yes, one of you Wits would have pafs'd upon 
us for a Corn-cutter yellerday ; and was fo like one, we 
had almoft believ'd him.. \Hauh him. 

Bam. Why Gentlemen, Gentlemen, Officers, have a 
little Patience, and Mr. Lyrick will come up Stairs. 

I Bail. No, no, Mr. Lyrick (hall go down Stairs: He' 
would have us wait till fome Friends come in to refcue 
him. Ah I thefe Wits are deviliih cunning. 

[^Exeunt, bafwling Pamphlet. 
. Enter Lyrick, Mpckmode, €unl CXiki j Lyrick ^refs^d. 
. iyr. Ha, ha, ha— —» Very Poetical, faith j a good Plot 
for a Play, Mr. M$ckmodi, a Bookfeller bound' in Calves- 
Leather — — ^ Ha; ha, ha.— How they walk'd along^ 
like the three Volumes of the Ef^li/h Rogue fqueez'd to> 
gether on a Shelf! 

Mock. What was it ? What was it, Mr. Lyrick f 
^ Lyr, Why, I am a Statefman, Sir I can't biit 

laugh, to think how they'll fpunge the Sheet before the 
Errata be blotted out ; and then how he'll hamper th» « 
Dogs for falfe Imprifonment. 

Mock. But pray, what^s the matter, Mr. Lyrick? 
. Lyr. Nothing, Sir, but a ihirking Bookfeller that ow'd 
jne about forty Guineas for a few Lines. He would have 
put me off, fo I fent for a couple of Bull-dogs, and ar- 
relied him. 

Mock. Oh LaYd ! -Mr. Lyrick, Honefty's quite out ol 
Doors ; 'tis a rare thing to find a Man that's a true Friend, 
a true Friend is a rare thing indeed! ^mmmmJtAt.Lyricht 

C3 will 
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will you be my Friend f I^nly want that Accomplifb** 
ment. I have got a Miftrefs, a Dancing and Fencing* 
mafter ; and now I want only a Friend, to be a fine Gen- 
tleman. 

Lyr. Have you never had a Friend, Sir ? 

Mock. Yes, a very honeft Fellow ; our Friendship com- 
mene'd in the College-Cellar, and we lov*d one another 
like two Brothers, till we unluckily fell out afterwards ac 
a Game of Tables. 

tyr, \ find then that neither of ye loft by the Set— [^- 
fide } _*But my (hort Acquaintance can*t recommend 
me to fuch a Truft. 

MQck\ Pihaw ! Acquaintance I— -You muft be a Man of 
Honour, as youVe a Poet, Sir. 

Lyr, But what ufe would you make of a Friend, Sir ? 

Mock, Only to tell my Secrets to, and be my Second. 

■Now, Sir, a Wit muft be beft to keep a Secret, 

becaufe what you fay to one's Prejudice will be thought 

TJalioe. Then you muft have a devili(h deal of Courag^^ 

by your heroick Writing ^ 

But knoFWy that I ahte am Kifig of Me. 
Heavens \ fure the Authoi of thtt Line mtfft be a plagpy 
float Fellow s it makes me valiant as Hir^^r When I read it. 

hyr. Sir, we flick to what we write, as little as-Divine* 
to what they preach*— ^Beiides, Sir, there are other Q|i4« 
lifications requifite in a Friend, he muft lend yon Money. 
Now, Sir, I can't be that Friend, for I want fornr Guineas, 

Mock, Sir, I can lend you fifcy upon good Security. 
■■■i i l l .. t i'Twas the laft Word my Father fpoke on his 
Death-bedy that I ihould never knd Money without Se> 
Oirity. 

Lyr, Fie, Sir I Security from a Friend, and a Man of 
Honour by bis Profeffion too ! 

Mock. By the Univerfe that's true, you are my Friend. 
Then Til tell you a Secret. \ney nuhij^^ 

' Cluh, Now will this plaguy Wit turn x^y Nofe out of 
Joint. I I ■ »rwas my Mailer's Friend before, the' I 
liever found the knack of borr<}wing Money ; ^o*^ I have 
leceiv'd fome Mark» of his Friendfhip, fome found Dmbs 
about the Head and Shooldsrs, or fb. I kftve been bound 

for 
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for. him too. in the Sto(jcp> for his breaking Windows very 

often. . . .. ' \j4fi^^' 

Ljr. Mr. Mxkmodiy yoii may be impos'd upon. I 
woa*d fee this Lady^ you court. I know Mr. L^ewelf 
has a Miilrefs nam*d hucinda i but'that ftie lodges in this- 
Houfe, I much doubt. 

Mack, Impos'd upon ! that's very comical - H a, ha^ 

ha You mail fee. Sir ; come Pray> Sir, you're my 

Friend. 

Ljr,^ Nay, pray, indeed, Sir, I beg your \ntf comple- 
^ent for the Door,^ Pardon, you're a *Squirc, Sir. 

' Mock. Zauns, Sir, you lye, I'm not a Fool ; I'll take 
an Affront from no Man — ;-Draw, Sir. [Draius. 

Club. Draw, Sir. Igad, I'll put his N<& out of 

Joint now. 

Lyr, Unequal Numbers, Gentlemen. 

Club, I'm only my Mailer's Friend, his Second, or fo, Sin 

Lyr, What's the matter, noble Squire ? . 
' Mock. You lye again, Sir ; Zauns, draw. 

[Strikes him 'with bis S*word. 

l§r. Ha f a Blow ! ifftx^ a Blow ! ^yet I wUl 

be calm. 

Clvb. Zoons, draw. Sir. [Strikes him. 

Ljr. Oh Patience, Heaven f — Thou art my Friend ftill.. 

Meek. You Ivc, Sir. 
■ lyri Then thou art a Tray tor. Tyrant, Monfter. 

Mock, ^uns^ Sir, you're a Son of aWhore, and aRafcal* 
• Cluh. A Scriblcr. 

lyr. Ah, ah that ftings home^-— ^cribler f 

Mack* Ay, Scribler, Ballad-maker* 

fyr. Nay the n 
r and the Gods will fijht it with ye all. [Drrnvfrn 

Enter Roebuck drutik, and Jit^in^^ 

France n^er luiU compfy, 

Tiii her Claret runs dty i 
Tbpn lei s pull a'wttf to defeat ber: 

Be hinders the Ptace, 

Who refufii bis Glafi, 
Ad deferves to he banged fir aTr^torl^ 

C 4. WOWi 
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NoWy my Myrmidoos, fall on ; I have taken ofFthe oddt. 

Dub a duby^ dub a duh^ to the Battle. \^iiig5, 

Zoons, Gentlemen, why don't you fight ? Blood, fight. 
Oblige me fo far to fight a little ; I long to fee a little 
Sport. 

Lyr. Sir, I fcom to fliew Sport to ^ny Man. [P«/j up. 

Mock, And fo do I, by the Univerfe. 
, Club. And I, by the Univerfe. 

Lyr. I ftiall take another ^me. \Extt, 

. Roeb Here, Rafcalt take your Chopping-knite- 

\Gi'vesQ\M\i his Sivord.'] and bring me a Joint of that 

Coward's Fleih for your Mailer's Supper Fly, Dog. 

[Takes him by the No/e, 

Club, Ah ^This Fellow's likelicft to put my Nofe 

out of Joint. , 

' Moed. Now, Sir, tell me how yoM durft be a Coward. 

Mock. Coward, Sir! l"m a Man of a great Ef late. Sir; 
I have five thoufand Acres of good fighting Ground as 
^xiy in England, good Terra ^r ma, Sir, — Coward, Sirf 
Have a care what you fay, Sir ^My Father was a Par- 
liament-Man, Sir; and I was bred at the College, Sir. 
" Reeb, Oh, then I know your Genealogy ; your Father 
was a fenior Fellow,, and your Mother was an Air pump. 
You were fuckled by Platonick Ideas, and you have fome 
of your Mother's Milk in your Nofe yet. 

Mock, Form the Propofition by Mode and Figure, Sir. 

Roeb, I told you fo. Blow your Nofe, Child ; and 

have a care of dirting yoarPhilofophical Slabbering-bib. 

Mock, What d'ye mean, Sir ? 

Roeb, Your ftarch'd Band, fet by Mode and Figure, Sir. 

Mock, Band, Sir! This Fellow's blind, drunk. I 

wear a Cravat, Sir. 

Roeb. Then fet a good Face upon the matter. Throw 
off Childifhnefs and Folly, with your Hanging-Sleeves. 
Now you have left the Univerfity, learn, learn. 

Mock, This Fellow's an Atheift, by the Univerfe. Til 
tak?e Notice of him, and inform againft him for being 
drunk-~— *Pray, Sir, what's your Name^? 

_? ' Roeb. 
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' l^oehi My Name f by thie Lord, • I have forgot 
Stay, I fhall think on't by and by. 

Mock, Zauns, forget your own Name ! Your Memory 
muH be veryfhort. Sir. 

Roeh, Ay^ (o it feems, for I was bat chriflen'd this 
Morning, and I have forgot it already. 

M<k:k. Was yourWorlnip then Turk or y^w before ? 
m I knew he w2ls fome damn'd bloody Dog. {^J/t/e,- 

Roeb, Sir, I have been Turky or Jew rather, fince y 
for I have get a plaguy heathenilhName— — Pox on't— - 

— Oh! now I have it Mo — Mock mo Mock-^ 

mode. 

Mock. Mockmode ! Mockmode ! Sir, pray how do yov 
fpell it? 

Roeh, Go yoii to your A, B, C> you came lafl from 
the Univerfity. 

Mock, Sir, Fm caXCdiTdockmode,'- — What Family are 
you -of. Sir? 

Jliftfci. Oi MockmodeHallmShroj^ire. 

Roeh, Then Vm of the fame, I believ e I iancy^ 
Sir, that you and I are near Relations. 

Mock, Relations r Sir, there are but two Families: 
my Father's, who is now dead ; and his Brother Colonel 
Peaceable Mockmode, , 

Roeh, Ay, ay, the very fame Colonel Peaceable ■ ■> 
Is he not Colonel oi Militia? 

Mock. Yes, Sir. 

Roek And was not he High SherifTof the County lad 
Year? 

Mock. The very fame. Sir. 

Roeh. The very fame j Vm of that Family Andv' 

your Father dy'd about let me fee— 

Mock. About half a Year ago. 

Roeh. Exactly ; by the fame Token you got drunk at" 
a Hunting match that very Day feven-night he was bu* 
jyM. 

Mock, This Fellow'^s a Witch— ♦But it looks very 
firange that you ihould be chriflen'd this Morning. I'm* 
fure your Godfathers had a plaguy deal to anfwer for. 

Roeb^. Oh, Sir^ Vm of Age to anfwer for my felf. 
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Mock. One wcmlcl not think fo, you're (6 forgetfiA 
'Tis two and twenty Years fincc I was chriftcn'd, and I 
can remember my Name ftill. 

Roeh. Come, we'll take a Glafs ofWine^ and that 

' will clear oar UnderHanding. We'll remember oar Friends. 

'Mod, You mail excufe me, Sir. ■■■ .This is fome 

Sliarper. [j^de, 

Rttk Nay, pnthee Coufin, good Coufin Mockm^de, 
one Glafs. J know yon are an honed Fellow. We muft 
remember our Relations in the Country indeed. Sir. 

Mock, Oh, Sir," youVe fo fliort of Memory, yon can 
never call'em to mind. You have forgot vour felf. Sir; 
Mockmode is a Heathenifh Name, Sir, and all that. Sir. 
And fo I beg your Pardon, Sir. \Exit. 

Roth. Now were I Lawyer enough, by thi$ little En- 
quiry into that Fellow's Concerns, I cou'd bring in a falie 
Deed to cheat him of his Eilate. 

Enter Brufh. 

Where the Devil is thy Mailer ? You fiud I fhould 
• find him here. 

Brufif, 'Tis impoflible for you, or me, or any body to 
find him. ^ 

Rosh, Why? 

Brvfij, Becaufe he has loft himfelf. The Devil has 
made a Juggler's Ball of him, I believe. He's here now ; 
then, Rrejio^ pafs in an inftant. He has got fome damn'd 
'Bus^Viefs to day in hand. 

Roih, Ay, {o it feems. 1 muft be 'Squire Mockmode^ 

and court an honourable Miftrefs, in the Devil's Name I 
— ^Wcll, let my fobcr thinking Friend plot on, and lay 
Traps to catch Futurity ; l*m for holding faft to the pre- 
font.— — I have got about twenty Guineas in my Pocket; 
and whilft they laft, the Devil take George if he thinks of 
Futurity ; XW go hand in hand with Fortune : 

She is an honefi, gidcfyy reeling Punk > 
• M^ Heady her ffieel, turn round, andfo *we Both are drunk, 

[Exit reeling. 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE, LucindaV Houfe. 

Enter LeaiUtbe> and Pindrcfe folhmng ^^tb a F'a^r of 

Sweif-meats in her Hand, 

PINDRESS; 

ERE, here. Page, your Lady has fenjt you' 
fome Sweet-meats ; but indeed you flia^n^t 
have 'em till you hire me. 

Lean- She fent four Sauce, when fhe made 

^ you the Bearer. [Md*^ 

Find, Prithee now, what makes you conftantly lb me« 

lancholy ? Come, you mull be meny, and (hall be meny 5 

ril get you fome Play- things. 

Lean. I believe you want Play-things more than Y^ 

But I wou'd be private, Pindrefs, 
Find. Well, my Child, Til be private with you. 
Boys and Girls fhould ilill be priv^e together ; and 
we n\ay be as retirM as we pleafe ; for my Mlftreft 
is reading in her Clofet, and all the Servants ^re be- 
low.— ————But what Concerns have you ? I'm furc, 
fuch a little Boy can have no great Bus'nefs in private. 

Lean, I will try thee for once; [AJide.'^ Yes, Mrs. 

Pindrefs, I have great Inclination—— 

Find. To what? To do what. Sir?— Don't name it: 
-'Tis all in vain ; ^you fha'n't do it; you need 



not ask it. 

Lean, Only to kifs you. , • [.^i/T^^ ^^* 

Find, Oh fie, Sir f Indeed I'll iionc of your Kiffes. 

:Takc it back again. \Kiffes him.'\\% not the talle of the 

Sweet^meats very pretty about my £ips ? 

G 6 Itean, 
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Lean, Oh hang your liquorHh Chaps; youM fain be 
licking your Lips, I find that. [4fi^** 

Find. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiffc* 
you won from me lall Night at Crofs-purpoies ; and you 

fha'n't think to keep . my. Pawn neither. ^Pray give 

me my Hungary Bottle— —-As I hope to be fav'd, I will 
have my Hungary Bottle.*— [^«««flg/^ i&/jw.]— 

I*m flr(;>nger than you, PlI carry you in, and throw 

you upon the Bed, and take it from you. 

[Takes him up in her Arms* 
' Lean. Help! help! I fhall be ravifh'd! Help! help! 

Enter Lucinda. 

Luc, What's the matter \ Oh blcfs me ! 

Find. Oh dear. Madam, this unlucky Boy had al- 
mod fpoilM 'me. Did not your Ladyfhip hear me 
cry I ihou'd be raviih'd ? I was fo weak, I could not 
refill the little fbong Rogue; he whipt me up in his 
Arms, like a Baby \ and had not your Ladyfhip come 
in^ ■■ .■ 

Luc. What, Sirrah! would you debauch my Maid, 
you Hi tie Cock- Sparrow ?. muil you be Billing too? I 
nave a great mind to make her whip you, Sirrah. 

PiW. .Oh dear. Madam, let medo't. 1*11 take him 
into the Room, and I will fo chaftife hifti 

Luc\ But do you think you'll be able, Findrefi ? I'll 
"fend one of the Men to help you. 

Find. No, no, Madam : I could mai^ge him with 

one Hand— See here. Madam. 

[Takes him in her Arms, and is runnir^ a*wajf, 

Luc, Hold, hold : Is this yoti that the little ftrong 
Rogue had a I moil ravifh'd ? he fnaichld you up in his 
Arras like a Baby I —Ah Findre/s, Findrifs 1 1 fee y'are 
very weak indeed.— -Are not you alham'd^ Girl, to de- 
bauch my little Boy ? ^ 

Find, Your Ladyfhip gave me Orders to make hini 
merry, and divert his Melancholy; and I know no 
better way than to teaze him a little. I'm afraid the 
Boy is troubled with the Rickets, and a little ihaliing. 
Madam, wou'd do him fome good. 

Lean^ 
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lean, I'm tirM with Impertinence, and have other 
.Btu'nefs to mind. [Afide. Exit. 

Find. I hope your Ladyihip entertains no ill Opinion 
of my Virtue. 

ZjWr Truly I don't know what to think on*t : But I've 
' fo good an (Minion of your Senfe, as to believe you wou'd 
not play the Fool with a ChiJd. 

. Find, We're all fubjedt to play ingnhe Fool, if yoa con* 
iinue your Refolution of marrying the firft Man thai asks 
you the Quellion. 

Luc, No, my Mind's changM ; 111 neve?* many any* 
Man. 

« Find, I dare (wear that Refolution breaks foonpr than 
the former. [^AJide.'l Ah, Madam, Madam ! if you never 
believe Man again, you muft never be Woman again ; for 
tho' we are as cunning as Serpents, we are naturally a» 
ffexible too: Speak ingenuoufly, Madam, if Mr. Lwe- 
*w€ll fhou'd, with an amorous Whine, and fuppliant 
Cringe, tell you a formal Story, contrary ta what we 
fufpe^, wou'd you not believe him ? 

Luc. What, believe his vain Ailertions, before the De- 
monilration of my Senfes \ No, no ; my Love's not Jb 
blind. Did not I fee his Mifs and his Child ? Bid not I 
behold him giving her Money ? Did I not hear him de- 
clare, he would fettle her in a Lodging ? 

Find. But, Madam, upon ferious Refledllon, whers's 
the great Harm in all this ? mod Ladies wou'd be over- 
joy'4 at fuch a Difcovery of their Lover's Ability. The 
Child feem'd a lully choppingBoy ; and let me tell you. 
Madam, it mull be a luHy chopping Boy that got it. 

Luc. Urge ho farther in his Defence \ he's a Villain, 
and of all Villains I hate mod an hypocritical one. The 
Ladies give him the Epithet of moded, and the Gentle- 
men that of fober Lfyve^ell. Now methinks fuch a piece 
of Debauchery fits fo aukwardly on a perfon of his Cha- 
racter, that it adds an Unfeemlinefs to the natural Vik- 
nefs of the Vice ; and he that dares be a Hypocrite "*in 
Religion, will certainly be one in Love— Stay, is not 
^at he ? [^Pointing out<wards. 

Find, Yes* Madam s I believe he is going to the Park. 

Luc^ 
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Lt$c, Call a couple of Chair» quickly ; wifll duther 
nuiqu^d. This Day's Adventures ar^uc fome intendeci 
'Plot upon me, which I t^ay countermine by only fetting 
a Face upon the matter. L^/^^ ^ Mafpu gm. 

Ftr as IJ^pocrt^ in Men cam mvvif 

Hirii the heft HypocriU tn female Love^ 

Off even /cores d^lignifig Heaven took care; 

Ssmci Mfnfaljh Hearts^ thai nnefalfe faces nuusr, [Eo^^ 

SCENE, ne Park. 

Snter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting ; Lyrick readit^: 

/*// rack thy Reputation, hhft thv Fame, 

And injtreng grinding Satire, gibhct up thy Name. 

l^eve. What? in a Rapture, Mr. Lyrick f 

Lyr. A little' poetical Fury, that^s all. -i*..^— > FlI 
*Squire him; Til draw his Charafter for the BufFocto 
' of a Farce ; he' fhall be as famous in Sallad, as Mohin 
Hood^ or little John ; my Mufes (hall haunt him like 
Damons I they fhall make him more ridiculous than 
Don ^ixot. 

Lonje. Becauie he encounter^ your Windmill-pate r ' 
' ha, ha, ha f .. Come, come, Mr. Lyrick, you muft be 
pacify*d. 

Lyr, Pacify'd, Sir ! Zoons, Sir, he^s a Fool, has not 
' a grain of Senfe. Were he an ingenious Fellow, or a 
Man of Parts, I cou*d bear a kicking from him : But aa^ 
abufe from a Blockhead f I can never fufier it. 

Fert Blockhead, nvho has purchased hy the School 
Juft Senfe enough to make a noted Fool, 

' That dings, Mr, LovenxjelL 

Love., fray. Sir, let me fee it. 

Lyr. This is imperfcft,. Sir : But if you pleafe to give 

• your Judgment on this Piece.— •[(7/a'^j him a Paper. 1 'Tis 

• a Burtefque on -Tome of our late Writings 

Love. 
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Zfft^, Ay, yaa Poets mount firft on the Shoulders of 
your PredeoeflTorSy to fee farther in making Difcoveries; 
and having once got the upper-hand, you fpurn them un^ 
der foor. I think you ihould bear a Veneration to their 
very Afhes. 

Lyr. Ay, if moft of their Writings had been burnt. I 
declare, Mr. Love^ell, their Fame has only made thent 
the more remarkably faulty. Thdr great Beauties only 
illuftrate their greater Errors, 

Love, Well, you faw the new Tragedy laft Night;, 
kow did it pleafe ye ? 

fyr. Very well ; it made me laugh heartily* 

Lo*ve, What, laugh zl a Tragedy f 

Lyr^ I laugh to iee the Ladies cry ; to fee ib many 
weep at thtf Death of the febulous Hero: Who wou'd but 
laugh, if the Poet that made 'em- were hang'd. On my 
Confcience, thefe Tragedies make the Ladies vent all 
their Love and Honour at their Eyes, when the ikme 
white Hankerchicf that* blows their Nofes, muft be a 
Winding Sheet to the deceased Hero. 

L(yve. Then there*s fomethjing in the Handkerchief to 

embalm him, Mr. Lyrlcki Ha, ha, ha. Jut what Re- 

liih have you of Comedy ? 

Lyr, No fatisfa£lory one.— My Curiofity is fore-ftaliy 
by a Fore-knowledge of what ftiall happen: For as the 
Hero in Tragedy, is either a whining, cringing FooI> 
that^s always a ilabbing himfelf, or. a ranting, hedor- 
ing Bully, that's for killing every body clfe:. So the. 
Hero in Comedy is always the Poet*s Charadter. 

Love, What*j that? 

lyr. A Compound of praflical Rake, and fpeculativec 
Gentleman, whcr always bears off the great Fortune ii» 
the Play, and (hams the Beau and 'Squire with a Whore 
or Chambermaid; and as the Cataftrophe of all Tra* 
gedies is Death, fo the End of Comedies is Marriage. 

Love, And fome think That the moft Tragical Con* 
cluHon of the twe« 

Lyr. And therefore my Eyes are diverted by a better 
Comedy in the Audience, than that upon the Stage.— ^- 
I have often wonder'd why Men ihould be fond of 

feeing 
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feeing Foob ill reprefented, when at' the rame-Tlme^ncT 
Place, they may behold the mighty Originals a^ing 
their Parts to the Life in their Boxes. 

Love. Oh be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. fyrici, 
'tis your Intcreft, Beauty is the Deity of Poetry ; and 
if you rebel, you'll certainly run the Fate of your firft 
Parent the Devil. 

Lyr. You're out. Sir. Beauty is a merciful Deity, and 
allows us fometimes to be a little Atheiilical; and 'tis 
£o indulgent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it, the' in 
the woriV Habit, that of Satire. Befides, there can ap- 
pear no greater Argument of our Efleem, than Rallery, 
becaufe 'tis flill founded upon Jealoufy ; occafion'd by 
their prefem'ng fenfelefs Fops and wealthy Fools to Men 
of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders of the Empire. 

Love. Now I think thefe Favourites of the Ladies ard 
more witty than you. 

Ljr. How fo, pray Sir ? 

Love. Becaufe they play the Fool, confcious that it 
Will pleafe; and you're a Wit, when fenfible that Cox- 
combionly arc encourag'd. I wonder, Mr. Lyrick, thit 
a Man of your Senfe mould turn Poet ; you'll hardly 
ever find a Man that is capable of the Employment, will 
undertake it. 

Lyr. The rcafon of that is, every one that knows net 
a Tittle of the Matter, pretends to be a Judge of it.— 
By the Lard, Mr. Lovenvelly I put the Criticks next 
to the Plague, Pellilence, and Famine, in my Litany. 
•——Had you feen 'em laft Night in the Pit, with 
fuch demure fupercilious Faces i -their contempla- 
tive Wigs thruft judicioufly backwards ; their Hands 
rubbing their Temples^ to chafe ill Nature ; and with 
a hiffing venomous Tongue, pronouncing Pifh ? Stuff ! 
Intolerable f Damn him \ ■ Lord,, have Mercy 

upon us I 

Love. Ay, and you (hall have others as foolifh as 
they are ill-natur'd ; fond of being thought Wits, who 
ihaJl laugh- outragioufly at every fmutty Jeft;. cry very 
well, by Gad i that's fine, by Heavens i and if a Diflich 

of 
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of Rhyme happens, they dap fo loud^ that they drown 
the Jelt. 

Lyr. That's the Jcft. The Wit lies in their Hands ; 
and if you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you miift gather 
it from the Palmiftry of the Audience ; for as nothing's 
ill faid, but what's ill taken ; {q nothing's well faid, bat 
what\s well taken. And between you and I, Mr. Lo^e* 
nvell, VocitY, without thefe laughing Fools, were a Bell 
without a Clapper; an empty founding Bus'nefs, ^ood for 
nothing ; and all we Profeilors might go hang our felvei 
in the Bell-ropes. 

Love. Ha, ha, ha But I thought Poetry was in* 

ftrudive. 

Lyr, Oh Gad forgive me, that's true : To Ladies 
it is morally beneficial i for you mull know, they are 
too nice to read Sermons ; fuch Inflrudlions are too 
grofs for their refin'd Apprehenfions ; but any Precepts 
that may be inflillM by eafy Numbers, fuch as of ^0- 
thefter^ and others, make great Converts. Then they 
hate to Jhear a Fellow in a Church preach methodical 
Nonfenfe, with a firfil^. Secondly, and Thtrdh^: But 
they take up with fome of our modern Plays m their 
Oofet, where the Morality mufi: be deviliih inftrudtive. 
■ ' B ut I muft be gone; here comes the 'Squire. 
What, in the Name of Wonder, has he got with him ? 
^ Love, That which ihall afford you a more |)]efitifiil 
Revenge than your Lampoon, if you join with me 
in the Plot. To the better eficding of which, you muil 
be feemingly recbncil'd to him. ■' Let's ftcp 

afide, and obferve 'em, while I give you a hint of the 
jUatter. [Exeunt between the Scenes, and feeiH to 

confer and hearken, 
' Enter Mockmode, leading Trudge drefi^d like a 

Widvuj,. 

Mock, This -is very fine Weather, bleffed Weather in- 
deed, Madam : 'twill do abundance of good to the Grafs 
and Corn. 

Trud. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length ; 
and I think the Weather much better here than in 
Jreland, 

Mack* 
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M9ih Wh^» Madam,, ^w«K vou ever there? 
7rud^ Oh not Not I indeecf. Sir; but I hav^ heard. 
my firft HuAbii4 (reft hU SoulJ fay io ; he was an Iti/h^ 

M9ck^ I £nc)« Madam» you have lovM yoimt firfl Has*. 
b«ad. mightily, for you aft£l his Tone in Difcpuife. 

m ^ 'Piay^ Madaa»» what did that Mourning cqfta. 

Yard? 

Ttud. O Lard! What fhall I. fay nQW ? Tis none of 
mine. [jf/ide*2 It coil, Sir; let me^ fee— -itcofl about. 
■ ■ ^ but it was my Steward bought it for iQe, I never 
bjH^ fucb fmaU things. 

Mock, By the Univerfe, fhe muft be plaguy rich ! T 
will be brisk, [^de,} Pray, Madan^^I— I pray Ma- 
daoiy will you give u$ a Song ? 

Tmd* A Song! Indeed then I had a, good Voic^» be«- 
§6Tt Mr. Roihuck fpbird it. 

AM. Mr. Ro,ehu€ki Wa« tlMt y^x firft Hufbind'i^ 
Namc^ Madam? 

Uve, bthind^l SheMl fpoil all, 

TfW. No, Sir; Rnkmk was a^ Dollar that let me 
Bkod under the Tongu< for t!he Qgi]^« and. made me^ 
biarfe ever fifice. 

. Me€k, By the Univ^fe {he's a Widow, and I'll, be a. 
little brisk. [MdiJ] Ma^anu will ygn grant m(e.a/mal( 
Fftyaar» and I will hend upon my. &ieea. to receive 

it? t^^* 

frud. What is't, ppay.? 

j|/0c4 Only to take off your Garter^ 

Lovewdl enters, 

Zoons, her thick Leg willdifpoverall'^ByyoarJci^^ 
Sir, have you any Preteniions to this Lady ? 

XPu/hef Moekmqd^ ehv^* 

Mock, I don't know whether this be an Affront, or not— - 
[-^i/<f.]^,-^Pretenfions, Sir! I have fo great a Vene- 
ration for the Lady, that I honour any M^n that haa^ 
Pretenfions to her.— Dem me. Sir, may JL crave tho? 
Honoiy of your Acquaintanci^ ? 

Lo^e, No». Sir. 
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- Mkh No, Sir! Igad that muft be Wit, fot it am't 
be gpcxi Manners.— -—Sir, I refpeft aU Men of Senic» 
and wou'd therefore beg to know your Name; 

Lovei No matter. Sir, I know your Name^s Mbck- 
nuaie, 

Mtck. By the Univerfe, that's very comical f That a 
Fellow fhould pretend to tell me my own Name ! • ' ■ " 
Another Queftion, if yoii pleafe. Sir. 

Love, What is it, Sir? 

M9ci, Pray Sir, what's my Chiiflen'd Name ? 

Lave, Sir, yonxion't know. 

Mock, Zauns, Sir, wou'd you perfuade me oat of m}h 
ChxiflenM Name ? Til lay you a Guinea that lido know, 
by the Univerfe ——»^ [>P«//i a handfid rf Mont^ out^\ 
Here's Silver, Sir, here's Silver, Sir; I can^commandi 
as much Money as another^ Sir ; I am atAge^ Sir^ and 
I won't be banter'd. Sir. 

Lyve. Sir, you muft know* that I baptize you Rival ; 
for your Love to thi« Lady^ is the only fign of Chriftia* 
nity you can boaft ofc And. now» Sir» my Namic'a 

LwetMil, 

Mock, Then I (ay, Sir, that your Love to that Lady 
is the. only fign of z^rk yte cai» brag ofi-^-^-^I wii(h 
Club were come. . [4^^. 

Lwe. Sir, I ihall, certainly circumcife you, if yea 
make any fkrther Ptefeenfioas ta^^damlivr/Wis here. 
' Mock, Circumcife me! Circumcife a Pudding's end* 

Sr. Zaims, Sir, I'll, be judged by thd Lady, wha 

merits Circumcifion moft, you or I, Sir. Thefe Loh' 

don Blades are all ilark mad ; [Lucinda enter Sy an! 

abfero^s LoVewell courting' Tradge in dutnb Signt,"} I 
' met one about two Hours agok that had forgot his Name» 
and this Fellow wou^d perfuade me now, that 1 had 
forgot mine. Mr* Lyrick is the only Man that fpeaks 
plain to me. I muft be Friends with him, becaufe I 
£nd I may have Occafion for fuch a Friend ; I'll find* 
)um out ftrait. ^ lExit* 

Lofoe, Madam, will you walk ? [^Exit with Trudge* 
Lucinda and Pindrefs come fwnjjardy 

Luc, Now my Doubts are removed. 

Pin. 
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' Pin, Mine are more puzzling. There moft be fome-r 
thing in this more than we imagine. You had beft to 
talk to him. 

Luc. YeSy if my Tongue bore Poifon in it, and that 
I could fpic Death in his Face. 

Pin. If he is lofty your hard Ufage this Morning has 
occafion'd it. 

Luc, Pm glad on*t; I've gained by the Lofi, I de- 
fpife him more now than ever I lov*d him. That Paf* 
lion which can iloop fo low as that Blowze, is an Ob* 
je^ too mean for any thing but my Scorn to leVel 
at. 

Pin, This were a critical Minute for yoor new Lover 
the 'Squire, I fancy; Mr. LyvewelPs Difgrace wou'd 
bring him into Favour presently. 

Luc. It certainly ihally if he be not as great a Fool> 
as toother's falfe. 

, Pin. You may be miflaken in your Opinion of him « 
as much as you have been in Mr. LwenniU* 

Luc. No, Pindrefii I ihaU find what I read in the 
laft Mifcellanies verv true : 

But ttJDo DifiinGions their wMt Six don farti 
Jll Tools ly Nature, or ail Rtgues iy Art. 

SCENE €9mtimtes. 

Enter fiveral Mafyuei eroffing the Stage, eutd Roebuck 

folmjDing. 

Roeb, *Sdeath i What a Coney-borough*8 *hcre ] The 
Trade goes fwimmingly on. This is the great Em- 
pory of Lewdnefs, as the 'Change is of Knavery.- 
The Merchants cheat the World there, and their Wives 
gull them here I begin to think Whoring fcan- 

daious, 'tis grown fo mechanical.—* My Modefty 

will do me no good, I fear Madam, are you a 

Whore ? " [Catches a Mafque^ 

I Maf, Yes, Sir. 
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J^^, Short and Pithy, If ever Woman fpake 

Troth, I believe 4hou ha(l. [Second Ma/que fulls 

him hy the Hbtrvif^ Have you any. Bufinefs with mc^ 
Hiadam? 

2 Maf, Pray, Sir, be civil ; you're miftaken. Sir— ^- 
[I have had aii Eye upon this Fellow all the Afteraooji* 
jifideSl youVe mi (taken. Sir. 

Roeb. Wery likely. Madam i for I imagin*d you 
modeft. 

2 Ma/, So I am, for I'm marry'i* 

Rceh. And marry'd to your Sorrow, I warrant you. f 

2 Ma/l Yes, upon my Honour, Sir. 

Roeb, 1 knew it. I have met above a dozen this 
Evening, all marry'd to their Sorrow. -^ — Then I 
fuppofe you're a Citizen's Wife; and by the Broad- 
nefs of your Bottom, I jQiouId guefs you iat very muCh 
behllid a Counter. 

2 Ma/, My Husband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. 

Roeb. Zoons, a Judge! I (hall be arraign'd at the 
Bar for keeping on my Hat fo long; ' Tis very hard. 
Madam, he (hou'd not' do you Juftice : Has not he an 
Eftate in Tail, Madam ? 

2 Ma/ I feldom examine his Papers : They are .a 
parcel of old dry fhrivell'd Parchments ; and this Court- 
liand is fo deviliih crabbed, I can't endure it. 

Roeb. Umph— -Then I fuppofe, Madam, you want 
a young Lawyer to put your Cafe to. But faith. Ma- 
dam, I am a Judge too. 

Enter Lovewell. 

2 Ma/ O Heavens forbid ! Such a young Man ! 

Roeb. That b. 111 do nothing without a Bribe 
Pray, Madam, how does that Watch ftrike ? 

2 Ma/ It never ftrikes, it only points to the Bufi- 
nefs, as you mud do, without telling Tales. Dare you 
meet me two Hours hence > 

Roeb. Ah, Madam, but I (hall never hit the Time 
exadtly without a Watch. 

2 Ma/ Weil, take it At Ten cxaAly,. at 

the Fountain in the Middle-Temple, Coke upon Littleton 
be the Word. , ... [Exit. 

Roeb. 
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Roeb. So«— -if the Law be all fach Voiumes as thou, 
vMercy on the poor Students ! From C^f t/pou Linittun in 
«Sliee(s, deliver me. 

Ltwe. What engagM, Myrmidon f I find youMl never 
<^icthe battle, till yoa hare ciackM a Pike in theScr- 
•vioe. ^' ' 

Roeb. Oh, dear Friend f Thou'rt critically come to 
lay Relief; for faith rmalrooft tir'd* 

Love, What a miferable Creature is a Whore \ wh|om 
every Fool dares pretend to lore, and every wiie Man 
'kites. 

Roib. What, moralizing agaitf ! Oh, 111 tell thee 
r News, Man ; Tm enterM in the Inns, by the Lard. 

Low, P(haw. 

Roeb, Nay, if you won't believe me,, fee ray Note of 
A^mi^ioii . [Shews the fVutch, 

Love, A Gold Watch, Boy I 

Roeb, Ay, a Gold Watch, Boy. 

Love, Whence had you Money to buy it ? 

R^b, I took it' upon Tide, and I ^fign to pay ho- 
'.«eftly. 

Lyve, I don't like this running o?th* Score* — Bat what 
'News irom Lucinda, Boy ? Is Sie kind ? Ha? 
Enter a Mafque, croffing the Stage, 

Roeb, Ha ! diere's a ftately Croiier ; I mufl give her 
«me Chacor— — ^-I^ll tell you when I return. 

[Exit rutmii^. 

Love, Kind he has been at a Lofs there, which occa- 
iions kds Eagerneis for the Game here. I begin to repent 
me of mySofpicion: I believe her Virtue {o (acred, that 
- 'tis a piece of Atheifm to diftruft its .Exigence. But Jea- 
k)ury m Lovt, like the Devil in Religion, is Hill raifing 
• Doubts, which, without a firm Faith in what we adore^ 
will certainly damn us. 

Enter a Ritrier* 

Tor. Is your Name Mx^ Roebucks, Sir ? 

Lovt^ What wou'd you have- with Mr. Roebuck ^ Sir ? 

For. I have a fmall-Note for htm. Sir. 

Love, Let me.iee't. 

Por. Ay, Sir; if your Name be Mr. Roohck, Sir. 

Love. 
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Zove. My Name is Rufktcky 'Blockhead 

Por. God blefs you. Matter. 

\ [Ghves hhn a Latere and exit. 

d,$nn» This is foihe cswdry BMbt, -^eh a fcra^ing 

Adieu at the End on't. Thefe flroUing Jadeskncvira 

; 3raiing'Wh0tefoAe Fctiow newly come lo Town,* as well 

as a Paribn^s Wife itoes a fat Goofe. Tis certainly fonie 

• Secret, and therefore ihall be known. \pptHS' th$ Letter, 

SIR, Tue/day, 3 o' Cfock. 

T^^ ^^^^'^^^^ forwards you this Morning nvas fomefwhat 

Jlrahgei but Jfialiieli you the Caufeofity if you 

' fkeet me at Ten fhis Night in our Garden, the Back-door 

.Jballhe open. Toun, Lucinda. 

Oh Heavens! Certainly it can't be! —' L,V,CJ,N,D,J i 

that fpclls ff^offfan, *Twas tie ver written (b plain before, 

'Roehuck^thon*Tt as true an Oracle, as die's a Alfe cme. Oh 

• thou damn*d Sybil I I have codrted thee thefe three Years, 
and cou*d li^er obtain alcove a Kifs of the Hand, - and 
this Fellow in tin Hour or two has otrtain'd ehi Back-door 

- ^en, Mr.Roeifaekj fince I have difeoverM fbme of your 
Secrets, I'll make bold to open fome more of *e m - 

- But how ihall I (hake hkn <^} —> — Oh, I have it ; I'll 
(eek him inftantly. [Exit, 

Enter Roebuck, meeting the P^ter. 

Roeh. Heie, you -Sir, have you a Notefbrone^df^iwvl^f 

For, I had, Sir ; but I gave it to him jull now. 

Roeh. You lye. Sirrah ^ I am the Man. 

For, I a' n't pofitive I gave it to the right Perfon \ bat 
I'm very fure I did, for he anlwer'd the Defcription ^e 
Page gave to a T, Sir. 

Roeb: 'Twas well I »iet that Page^ Dog, or nowihou'd 
I cut thy Throat, Rafcal. 
^ For, Jlefs your W4>l(hip, noble Sir. {Exit. 

Roeh. At Ten in the Garden ? The Back-door open ! 
Oh the delicious- Place and Hour ! Soft panting Breads, 
T/embliflg joints, Mehkig Sighs, and eager Embraces ! 

• Oh Ext3f^ !- — But ht>w to (hake ofF Lowwell^ This 

is his nicely virtuous I Ha, ha, ha-— -This is hi3 innate 
Principle of Virtue I Ha, ha, ha. 

Enter 
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Enter Lovewell. 

Love* How now f Why fo merry? 

Roeb. Merry ! Why, 'twould make a Dog fplit, Man; 
Ha, ha, ha. —^-«^The Watch, Sir, the Watch; Ha, 
ha, ha. 

Lwe. What of the Watch ? You laugh by tlieHour ; 
you'll be run down by and by, furc! 
. Roeb, Ah, but I fhall be wound up again. This Watch 
I had for a Fee. Lawyer Snou'd I ever be try'd 

before this Judge, how I fhou'd laugh to fee how gravely 
his Goofe Cap fits upon a pair- of Horns I Ha, ha, ha. 

Love, Thou'rt Horn-mad. Prithee leave Impertinence. 
——I received a Note juft now. 

Roeb. A Note I 'Sdcath, what Note ? What d'ye mean ? 
Who brought it ? 

Lo^e. A Gentleman;, 'tis aChalleoge. 

Roeb, Oh, Thanks to the Stars! I'm glad on't. [J/tde. 

Lo*ve, And you may be fignally ferviceable to me in 
this ASiir. I can give you no greater TefUmoQy of my 
AiFedion, than by making fo free with you. 

R^b, What needs all this Formality ? Til be thy Se- 
cond, without all this Impertinence. 

Lovr. There's more than that, Friend. In the 

iirft place, I don't underfland a Sword; and again, I'm 
to be cali'd to the Bar this Term, and fuch a^uiinefs 
might prejudice me extremely. So, Sir, you muft meet 
and .£ght for me. 

Roeb. Faith, Lovenjue//, I flian't ftick to cut a Throat 
for my Friend at any time, fo I way do it fairly, or fo— 
The Hour and Place ? 

Love. This very Evening mMoorfielJs.. 

Roeb. Umph ! How will you employ your ielf the 
while ? 

Love, ril follow you at a diilance, left you have any 
foul Play. 

Roeb. Which if ypu dc— — No, faith Ned, iince I'm 
to anfwer an Appointment for you, you mud make good 
an Ailignation for me. I'm to meet one of your Ladies 
at the Fountain in the Temple to Night. You may be 
caird to the Bar there, if you will. This Watch will 

* tell 
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tell you tfaeHcar, and fhaU be yourPafTport Let me 
have'yours. [Change Watqf?is. 

Lov. Oh ! Was that the Jeft ? Ha, ha, ha. 

Well, I will anfwer an Afiignation for you fure enoughs 

Ha, ha, ha. How readily docs the Fool run to have 

his Throat cut ! [JJide. 

Roeb. How eagerly now does my Moral Friend, run 
to the Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind ! I 
have fhabb'd him off purely. ^^<? ]— — But prithee, Ned, 
where had yea this fine Jewel ^ 

[Fie-wing one tfdto the Watch, 

Love. Pfhaw! A Trifle, a Trifle; from a Miftrefs. 
•——Take care on't, tho'. But, hark y^,* George ; don't 
pufh too home ; have a care of whipping thro' the 
Cuts. 

Roeb. Gad*, I am afraid one or both of us may fall^ 
But, d'ye hear Nedt remember you fent me on this Er- 
rand, and are therefore anfwerable for all Mifchief ; if I 
do~ whip my Adver&ry thro* the Lungs, or fo, remember 
you fet me upon't. 

Love, Well, honefl George^ you won't believe hpw 
much you oblige me, in this Courcefy. 

Roeb. You know always I oblige my felf by ferving 

my Frien d I never thought this ^Spark was si 

Coward before. ^ [JJtde. 

Love. I never imagined this Fellow was fo eafy be- 
fore. ^ \AJide.^ Well ; sood Succefs to us both ; and 
when we meet, we'll relate all Tranfa^ions thatpafs* 

Roeb, That you- re a Fod. 

Lome* .That you're an Afs. 

[Exeunt feverally, laughing, 

Re-^ter Lovewell croj/tt^ the St^e hajli/y, Mockmbdc 
andLynck/oIlowsnghim, 

Lyr. Air. loveivell, a word w'ye. 

Love. Let it be fhort, pray Sir, for my Bus'nefs- is ar« 
gent, and 'tis almoil dark. 

Lyr. I'm reconcil'd to the 'Squire, and want only 
the Prefentmentof a Copy of Verfes to ingratiate my felf 

D wholly. 
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wiiolly, throaghly. Let me ha^e that Ficce I iMit yoir 
JBft now, 

lon^e. Aff $y, with all my Heart, ^*-^ Here ■ 

fittWeM. [£'jr/>/ 

£F«Z& />&^ PtffMi hafiify^ and jufties out a Letter 
ivith ity mjbich Mockmode tnkfs up^ 

Lyr, Now, Sir, here's a Poem, which (^according to 
the way of us Poets^ I fay, was written at fifteen; baf,i)e-^ 
tween yea aaid I, it wa$ aaade at five and twenty. 

Meek, Five and twenty f —When is a Ptxet at Age, 
fray, Sir? 

Ljr, At the third N ight of his firil Play ; 'for he's never 
a Man till theh. 

MocA. But when at Year»^f DifcustJoa ? 
' lyr. When they leave Writing, and that's feldom m 
■ever. 

Mffci. But who are your Guardians ? 

Lyp, The Criticks, who, wkh their good Will, wou'd 
never kt us c<»ne .to A^» But what have you got 
there ? 

MocA, By the Univerfe, I don*c know ; *tis a Wo- 
]nan*s Hand i fome BiUet-Doux, I fuppofe i it jufU'd 
•ut of Ltfveweirs Podcet. We*ll to ^ next Light, and 
fead it [BMtmt^ 

^ C E N B, A dark Arbmr in Lacuda'j Gardtm 

Bkier Koebiicky3/«/. 
Roeh,» Oh, how I reverence a Baok^oor half open, 
half (hut ! *Tis the narrow Gate to ika Lpvev's PaiNKnTe ; 
'Citpii ftood Gdnferyat the Entrance ; Love was the Word, 
and he let me pafs. Now is my Friend pleading for 
Life; he ka« a pusSilitig Cafd to manage, tea toenehe'3 
non-fuited ; I have ^iH'dhim fairly^ * 

Bnter LOi^wal<l; 

Lov£. I've got in, thanks, to- ray Stars, or rather the 

Clouds, whole Influence is my Mr Fnend at {>r4iaat. 

Now is Roihuck gafeing, or rather grop«ig about * ibr a 

Fellow with a long S^rd $ and I mew Im Figbtatig 

Humour 
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Humour will be as mad to be baulked by any Enemy^ as 
byaMiftrefs. 

Roeh. Hark, hark f I hear a Voice ; it muft be (he 
» ■ ' ■ iMcinda ! 

Lome, True to the touch, I find. Is it you, my 
Dear? 

Roeh. Yes, my Dear*, 

Lwe, Let me embrace thee, ray Heart. 

Roih, Come to my Arms. 

\R3in into each other^s Arms \findif^ the Mifte^ke, ft art 
back. 

Love, 'Slife I a Man ? 

Roeh, 'Sdeadh f a Devil<p— — And wert thos a Legion* 
liere*6 a Wand Ihou'd conjure thee down-— • {Dra'ujs. 

L9ve,Wt ihould find w^ofe Charm is ftrongeft. [Draws, 
ney pt^ fy one another ; Roebuck faftes out at the ep^ 

pofite Door : And as Lovewell is f^f^ 9ut om th$ 

other fide of the Stagey 

Enter Leanthe: 

Lean. Mr. Roebuck ! Sir f Mr. Roebuck ! 

[With a Ntght-Gowu over his Qhaths. 

Love. That*sa Woman's Voice, 1*11 fwear ■ ■ 

Madam.* 

Lean, Sir. 

Love. Come, my dear Luanda ; I Ve ftaid a little t«o 
long ; but making an Apology now, were only length- 
ning the Offence. Let*s into the Arbour^ and make up 
for the Moments mifpent. 

Lean. Hold, Sir ; Do you love this Luandssy you're fi> 
£>nd of hauling into the Arbour f 

Love. Yes, by all that's powerful. 

Lean. Falfe, tilCe, Roebuck !^ — -^{Jfide'] I 

am loft. 

Love. Madam, do you love this Roebuck^ that you 
open*d the Garden-door to fo late ? 

Lean. Pm afraid I do too well. - - 

Love. And didyon never own an Aft&ion to another ? 

D z Lean. 
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Lean, No ; wltnefs all thofe Powers you juft now 
mentioiTd. 

Love, Revenge your felves, ye Heavens. Behold, in 
me, your Accufer and your Judge. Behold I/yvewell, 
injurM Loveweli, ■■ i ■■ This Darknefs, which oppor- 
tunely hides your Bluihes, makes your Shame. more 
monfirous. 

Lean. Hft ! LovefweU! I'm vex*d 'tis he, but glad to 
be miitaken - Now, Female Policy, ailifl me. 

Love, Yes, Madam, your Silei^ce proclaims you guilty, 
■..—^^arewell. Woman. 

Lean, Ha, ha, ha. 

Lwe. What, am I made your Scorn ? 

Levn, Ha, ha, ha.» This happens better than I 

expe6led.— - — Ha, ha, ha. ■ Mr. Lovewell ! 

Lwe, No Counter-plotting, Madam ; the Mine's 
Sprung already, and all your Deceit difcovered. 

Lean,. Indeed, ypu're a fine Fellow at difcoyering De- 
ceits, I muft confefs, that cou*d not find whether 1 was a 
Man or a Woman all this time« 

Love. What, the Page ! 

Lean, No Counter-plotting, good Sir ; the Miners 
fprung already.— —--^ Ah, Sir, I fancy Mr. Roebuek is 
l>etter at difcovering a Man from a Woman in the dark« 
than you. 

Love, This Difcovery is the greateft RiddJe " 

Prithee, Child, what makes thee difgui&*d f But above 
all, what meant that Letter to Roebuck P 

Lean, Then I find you intercepted it. ■ — Why, 
Sir, my Lady had a mind to put a Trick upon the im- 
pudent Fellow, made him an Aflignation, and fent me in 
her ftead, to banter him.- But when I tell her, how 
you fell into the Snare, and how jealous you were — 
•——■—Ha, ha, ha. 

Love, Oh my little dear Rogue ( was that .the mat- 
ter ? ^ — [iifS^ ^^'••1 O'my Confcience, thouVt fo 

foft, I believe thou'rt a Woman ililL But who was that 
Man I encounter'd juft now ? 

Lean. A Man ! "Pwas certainly Roebuck,' ■ [Jfide,'\ 
Some of the Footmen, I fuppofe.*-'-*-^ Come» Sir, 1 

muft 
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mad condiidk you out immediatdxy left ibme more of- 
'em meet you. 

[Condtt3s him to the Door, and nturns^ 
He certainly was here, and I have mifs'd him. 
Fortune delights with Innocence to play. 
And loves to hoodwink thofe already blind. 
Wary Deceit can many by-ways treakl, ^ 

To ftiun the Blocks in Virtue*s open Road, 
Whilft hee<Mefs Innocence ftill fells on Ruin ? 
Yet, whilft by Love infpir'd, I will purfue: 
What Men by Courage, we by Love can da. 
Not even his Falihood fhall my Claim remove ; 
From mutual Fires none can true Paffion prove ; 
. For like to like, is Gratitude, not Lova 

7bi End of tht Fourth Aa. 




A C T V. 

SCENE, An AntuCbamber in LucindaY 
Houfe 5 the Flat Scene half open^ difcovers 
a Bed-Chamber ; Lucinda in her Night* 
Gowtty and reading by a Table. 

Enter Roebuck groping his fstu^, 

ROEBUCK. 

N what new happy Climate am I thrown F 
This Houie is Love's Labyrinth ; I have 
ftumbled into it by Chance.— -~ Ha ! an 
Illiiiion! let me look again.-— Eyes, if you 
play me falfe, ^Looking ahout] Til pluck ye 
out— ''^Tis (he I ^is Lucinda ! alone, undreis'd, in a Bed- 
chamber, between Eleven and Twelve a Clock ^«— A 
ble^lbd Opportunity !«—Now 4f her innate Principle of 

D 3 Virtue 
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Virtue defend her^ then is my innate Princi]^ of Mftii» 
hood not worth Two-pence.— —Hold, flic eomes for- 
ward* I I T < ■ ■■ 

[Lucinda appr9acbes readi/i^» 

Luc, Unjaft Prerogative of faithlcfs Man, 
Abufing PowV which partial Heaven haa granted ! 
In former Ages, Love and Honour iiood 
As Props and Beauties to the Female Caufei 
But now lie proftitute to Scorn and Sport. . 
Man, made our Monarch, is a Tyrant grown. 
And Woman- kind muft bear a fecood Fall. * 

Roeh. [Jfide ] Ah, and a third too, or Tin midak* 

en. . .-..^^ 1 mufl divert this plaguy Romantick 

Rumour. ., . 

Luc, While Virtue guided Peace, and Honour War, 
Their Fruits and Spoils were OfFVmgs made to Love. 

Roeb. And 'tis fo ftill ; for [raifing his Fofce.'} 
Beau with earHeft Cherries Mifs does grace, 
And Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. 

Luc. Ha I — Proteil me Heavens ! What art thou ? . , 

RccB. A Man, Madam. ' . 

Luc, What accuri^d Spirit htfs driven yon hither? 

Roeb, The Spirit of Flefh and Blood, Madam. 

Luc, Sir, what Encouragement have you ever receivtidp 
to pr4>mpt you to (his Impudence? 

Roebi Umph ! I tnufl not own the Reception of a 
Note from^ her. [JJide.'^ Faith, Madam, I itnow not 
whether to* attribute it to Chance, Fortdne, my |ood 
Stars, my Fate, or -my Defbhy: But here I am. Ma- 
dam, and heve-I will be. \fakil^ her ty the Hand. 

Luc, [Pullif^ her Hand aiuayl If a Gentleman, my 
Commands may canfe you to withdraw ; if a Ruffian, my 
pbotman ^all di^'^c^ of you. 

Roeb. Madam, I'm a Gentleman; I know how to 
oblige a Lady, and how to fave her Reptftation.' My 
Love and Honour go HnkM together; they are my 
Principals: and if you'll be my Second, Well enga^ 
immediately. 

X»?., Stand off. Sir; the Name of Love and Honour 
are burld^tt'd by thy profeffing 'nn. Thy Love is Im- 

pudenccj 
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padence^ «Bd thy Honoar a Cheat. Thy Mieft and Ha^ 
bit fhew thee a Gentleman s but thy BeJ^vioor is brutal* 
Thou ai-t a Centawi only one part Man, and the other 
Beaft. 

Jbih, Philofophy in Petticoats ! No wonder Wo* 
men wear the Breeches -~[^i^.]And» Madaoiy yea 
are a Demi-Goddefs ; only one part Woman, fothcr 
. Angel ; and thus divided^ claim my Love and Ado- 
ration. 

Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind f 
but thine is the Comipter and Debafer of it.— ——The 
Faifions of you Libertines, i^ like your Drunkenneik ; 
Heat of Li^> as t'other is of Wine, and off with the 
next Sleep. 

JRoeB. No, Madam ; an Hair of the iame*^— -is my 
Receipt.— Come, come. Madam, all things are laid 
,to Reft that will diflurb our Pleaiure; whole N^mre 
favours us ; the kind indulgent Stars, that direded me hi* 
tber, wink at what ,we are about.— —'Twere jilting; 
of Fortune to be now idle t and ihe, like a true Wo- 
man, onoe baulked, never affords a fecond Opportunicy. 
«-«*4*ll put out th^ Candle, the Torch of Love ihall 
t^ht us to Bed. 

Imc. To Bed, Sir?— —Thou haft Impudence enough 
to diaw thy Rationality in Queftion. Whence pro- 
ceeds it? Ffom a vain thoi^ht of thy own Graces, or 

an Opinion of my Virtue? ■ If from the latter^ 

know that I am a Woman, whofe Modefty dams not 
^oubt my Virtue ; yet have fo much Pride to iuppott 
]t» that the dyii^ Groans of thy whole ^x, at my 
Feet* fhould not extort an immodeft Thought from 
mei 

RoiL Your Thoughts nay be as modeft as you pleaft. 
Madam.' » You fhall be as virtuous to morrow Mora- 
ing, as e*er a Nun in Eurafe, the Opinion of the 
; World (hall proclaim you fuch, and that*8 the fureft 
Charter the moft rigid Virtue in England \% held by. The 
•Night has no Eyes to iee, nor have I a Tongue to cell : 
One Kifs ihall feal Up my Lips for ever. . 
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Luc. That ancharitable Cenfure of Women, argoei 
the Meannefs of thy Convcrfation. 

Roeh. Her fuperior Virtue awes me into Coldnefs.*-* 
'SJife! it can^ be Twelve fare. ——^Night's a Lyar. 

[praivs out his Wiatch. 
Lac, Sir, if you won't be gone, I muft fetch thofe 
fiiall condodt you hence.*— My Eyes are dazzled fure. 

[P^ffi^g fy hif» t(rwards the Door, Jhe perceives 
the Jenxel tfd to the Watch. 
Pray, Sir, let me fee that Jewel. 

Roeh. By Heavens fhe has a mind to't! — ^Oh^ 'tis 
at your Service with all my Soul. 

L«r.- Wrong not my Virtue by fo poor a Thought. 
B ut anfwer direftly, as you are a Gentleman, to 
what I now (hall ask: Whence had you that Jewel ? 

R9eb. I exchanged Watches with a Gendeman, and 
had this Jewel into the Bargain. He valu*d it not^ 
'twas a IVifle from a Miftrefs. 

Luc, A Trifle, faid he ?— >Oh Indignation! am I flighted 
thus ? ■ I'll put a Jewel out of his Power, that he 
wou'd pawn his Soul to retrieve U you be a Gen- 
tleman, Sir, whom Gratitude can work up to Love, or 
a virtuous Wife reclaim, I'll make you a large return 
for that Trifle. 

Roeb. Hey day ! a Wife, faid fhe ? [Jfide. 

Luc, What's your Name, Sir ? and of what Country I 
Roeb. My Name's Roebuck^ Madam. 
Luc, Roebuck! 

Roeb. 'Sdeath ! I had forgot my Inflrudions ^^Mock- 
tnode. Madam.— -—jRtff^x^c^ Mockmode^ my Name, and 
Sir-name. 

Luc. Mockmode^ my 'Squire! it can't be: But if it 

Ihou'd, I've made the better Exchange. Of what 

Family arc you. Sir? 

Roeb. Of Mockmode-Hall in Shro0fire^ Madam : My 
F4ther's lately dead ; I came lately from the Univerfity 5 
I have fifteen hundred Acres of as good fighting Ground, 
as any in iS:»^/«/!r</.— — .' fwas lucky I met that Block- 
head to Day. l^JJide, 

Luc. 
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Luc. The very fame. And had you s^ny Di- 

redtions to court a Lady in London ? 

Roeb, UmphI ■ How fhould I have found the 
way hither elfe. Madam ?— What the Devil will this 
come to? [^<^^- 

Luc, My "Fool that I dreamt of, I find a pretty Gen- 
tleman.— —*- Dreams go by Contraries. *—— Well, Sir, 
I am the Lady $ and if your Deilgns are honourable, 
I*m yours ; take a turn in the Garden till I fend for 
my Chaplain: You muft take me immediately, for if 
I cool, I'm loft for ever. [Exit, 

Roeb. I think I am become a very fober Shro^ire 
Gentleman in good eameft ; I don^t flart at* the Name 
of the Parfo n Oh Fortune ! Fortune ? what art thotz 
doing? l£ thou and my Friend will throw me int9 
the Arms of a fine Lady, and great Fortune, how the 
Devil can I help it? Oh but, Zoons, there's Marriage! 
Ay, but there's Money. Oh! but there are Chil- 
dren, iquawling ChUdren. Ay, but then there are 
Rickets said Smali-Pox, vthich perhaps may carry them 
all away. Oh but there's Horns ! Horns! Ay, 
but then I fhall go to Heaven ; for 'tis but reafbn* 
able, fmce all Marriages are made in Heaven, that all 
Cuckolds ftiould go thither.— -But then, there's Le^ 
anthe! that flicks. I love her, jvitnefs Heaven, I love 
her to that Degree — - Pfhaw, I fhall whine prefently— 
I love her as well as any Woman ; and what can fhe 
expe£l more ? I can't drag a Lover's Chain a huiidred 
Miles by Land, and a hundred Leagues by Water. 
Fortune has decreed it otherwife.— — — So.lead 
on, blind Quide, I follow thee ; and when the Blind 

leads the Blind, no wonder they both fall into 

Matrimony. [Going out, meets L^nthe.] Oh my dear 
aufpicious litde Mercury! let me kils thee. — ^ ■ 
Go, tell thy charming Miilrefs, I obey her Commands. 

[Exit. 
Enter Leanthe. * ^ 

Lean, Her Commands I Oh Heavens I I muft follow 
him. [Going. 

Luc. Page, Page. 
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Lean. Oh my ctirs'd Fortune! baulk*d again [- 
Madam. 

Luc. Call m^ Chapkiii; I*fii to be marry'd pte- 
fently. 

. Lian. MarryM fo fuddenly ! To whom, pray .Ma* 
dam ? 

Luc. To the Gentlemaii you met gokg hence juft 
now. 

Lean. Oh Hearensf your Ladyihip is not ineameil> 
Madam I 

Luc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeft of? 
Don't be impertinent, Boy; call him inftantly. 

Lean. What (hall I do ?^Oh» Madam, iufpend it till 
the Morning, for Heav*n*d fake. Mr. Lo^vt^eltz in the 
Hotlfe ; I met him not half an Hour ago ; and he will 
certainly kill the QentleBian, and perhaps barm yoor 
Xiadyihip. 

Luc. Lo^eweii in my Hooie! How came he hi- 
ther? 

Lean. I know not, Madam. I faw him, and talked 
to him; he had his SWord drawn, and .he threatned 
#very body. Pray delay it to Night, Madam. 

Luc. No, I*m refolv'd; and T}! prevent his diiR:a- 
Tering us ; 1*11 put on a Suit of your Cloaths, and or- 
der Pind^-e/s to "carry her Night-Goiirn to the Gentle- 
man in the Garden, and bid him meet me in the 
lower Harbour in tlie Well Corner, and fend the ChsCp- 
kin thither inftantly. {^ExiK 

Lean. Hold,^ Fortune, hold ; thou hafi: entirely won ^ 
For I am ]oft. Thus long I have been rack*d 
On thy tormenting Wheel, and now my Heart-firings 

(break*. 
Sifcovering who I am, esmofes me to Shame. 
Then what on Earth can help me? 

inter Pindrefs. 

Pin. Oh Lord! Page, what's the matter? Here's old 
ifciings,. or rather new doings* Prithee, let you and I 
throw in ow Two pence a-picec into this Marriage* 
JLotcery. 

heath- 
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Lean, Yoa^ll draw nothing but Blanks, I'll aflure 
you, from me.— ———Bat 5ay, let me confider oT th* 
Bufinefi. 

Find, No Confideration ; the Bos'nefi muA be done 
hand over-head. 

Lean, Well, I hav« one Card to pl:^ llill s and with 
you, Tindrefi. [TaJtes her Hand. 

Find, You expe^ tho' that I fhould turn up trump? 

Lean. No, not if I fhuifle right. Jfide!}^ — Well, 
Pindrefi^ *tis a Match. Be gone to the lower Arbour, 
at the Weft-comer of the Garden, and Til come to 
thee immediately with the Chaplain. You muil not 
whifper, for we muil: pais upon the Chaplain for m/ 
Lady and the Gentleman.— Hade. 

P/W. Sha*n*t I put on my new Gown firfl ? 

Lean. No, ho, you fhall have a Green-Gown fbc 
your Wedding in tTie Arbour. 

Find. A Green Gown f ^Well, all Fle(h 1$ GraTs. 

Lean, Make hafte, my Spoufe, fly. 

Find, And will you come ? will you be fuse to come ? 

O my little Green-Goofeberry, my Teeth water 

at ye ! 

Lean. Now Chance ^No, thou'rt blind: 

' Then Love^ ie thou my Guide, and fei me right I 
7hd blindy like Chance^ ytu hanje heft Eyes hy NighK 

[Epcit. 
SCENE, Buliinch'^ Houfe. 

Enter Lovewell, Bruihr and Servant. 

Love. Mr. Lyrick abroad, iay*ft thou ! and Mockmod^ 
with him f 

Str. All abroad, my MiHrefs and all. 

Love. I don't underfland thu. Brujh, run to Ztf- 

iindci^ LodgiBgs, and^ obierve what's doing there : £ 
fpy'd ibme haily Lights glancing thro' the Rooms; 

rU follow you prefently. \Exit Bru(h.J ^Can't yoa 

inform me whicli way they went ? , 

^erv. Perhaps Mr. Mockmgde\ Man can infpra^ ye. 

I> 6 Lyvf* 
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Love, l^ny call him. 

Ser*u. Mr. C/ui, Mr. Glut. 

Lwe, What, is the Fellow deaf? 

Ser*v, No, Sir« bat he^s aflcep, and in Bed.* 
Mr. Club, Mr. Club, 

Chib, Augh— — [2^ww>^.] Fm afleep, I'm afleep; 
don't wake me ■ Augh. 

Serv, Here's a Gentleman wants ye. 

EnterQXvhj nviib bis Coat unbutton* J, bis Garters un- 
ty% firatcbi/^ and ya'wnif^^ as nrvofy fWfikei^d from 
Bed. 

Club. Pox o'yottT London Bceeding ; what makes yoa 
waken a Man out of his Sleep that way ? 

Love. Whcrc*s your Matter, pray Sir ? 

Club. Au|h-= — ^ris a fad thing to be broken of 
one's Reft this way. 

' Lo*ve, Can yoq inform me where your Mafter** 
gone? 

Chib. My Mafter I Aogh 

[^Stretcbing asfdja*wmng. 

Love. YeSj Sir, your Mafter. 

Club. My Mafter I— — Augh What a Clock is it. 

Sir ? I believe 'tis paft Midnight, for I have gotten my 
fiift Sleep Augh 

Love. Thou'rt afleep ftilK Blockhead. Anfwer me^ 
er*--— Where's your Mafter ? 

C/ub. Augb-- — I had the pleafanteft Dream when 

yeu call'd me ^Augh ^I thought my Matter's great 

Dlack Stone- horfe h^ broke loofe among the Mares. 

Augh And fo. Sir, you call'd me«»— Augh. 

——And fo I awaken'd. 

Love. Sirrah, [Strikes bim] Now your Dreanl's 

out, I hope. 

Club. Zauns, Sir I what d*ye mean, Sir ? My Matter's 
as good a Man as you. Sir ; Dem me, 5ir. 

Love. Tell me prefently where your Mafter i?, Sir-* 
rah, or IMl duft the Secret out of your Jacket. 

Club. Oh Sir, your Name's Lovtvaell, Sir. 

Love. What th«n, Sir ? 

CM. 
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Club. Why then my Matter is— where you are not. 
Sir.— -My Matter's in a fine Lady*s Arms, and you 
are—here, I take it. \^hrugging^ 

Ltwe: Has he got a Whore a Bed with him? 

Cluh. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore ^2^y 
this time, if your Mittrefs Luctnda be one. Mr. Ly* 
rick did his Bos^nefs, and my Matter will dp her Bu* 
finefs, I warrant him, if 6*ttf right Shropfl?ire Breed^ 
which I*m fure he is, for my Mother nufs'd him on 
. my Milk. 

Love, Two Calves fucklM on the fame Cow-i— 
Ha, ha," ha. Graniercy Poet; has he brought the 
Pky to a Catattrophe fo fbon? A rare Executioner, 
to clap him in the Female Pillory already! ha, ha» 
ha> 

CM\ Ay, Sir ; and a Pillory that you would giyie 
your Ears for; I warrant, you think my Matter's over 
Head' and Ears in the IriJ& Quagmire you would have 
drown'd him iri. But, Sir, we have found the bottom 
on't. 

Lo*ue. He may pafs over the Quagmire, Sirrah; for 
^re were ttepping Stones laid m his way. 

Ciu^. He has got \over dry-ttiod, 1*11 atture you.— 
pray. Sir, did not you receive a Note from Luctnda, 
the true Luctnda, to incet her at Ten in her Garden, 
to Night ?-7—w-.Why don't you laugh now? Ha» ha, 
ha. 

Love. 'Sdeath, Rafcal, What Intelligence cou'd ybtt 
have of that ? 

Cltth. HoW, Sir, I have more Intelligence. You 
threw Mr. Lnkk his Poem, in a hurry, in the Park, 
and juftled that fweet Letter out of your Pockst, Sir. 
This Letter fell into my Matter's Hands, Sir, and 
difcover'd your Sham, Sir, your Trick, Sir. Now, 
Sir, I think you are as deep in the Mud, as he is in 
the Mire. 

L(n>e, Curs'd Misfortune f And where are they gone. 
Sir ? Quickly, the Truth, the whole Truth, Dog, or 
I'll fpit you like a Sparrow* 

ChA. 
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CM I defign to tell yoo, Sir. Mr. Lfrickt Sir, 
being my MalWs intimate Friend, or fo, upon' a 
Bribe of a hundred Pounds, or fo, iuis fided with him, 
taken him to Lucinda& Garden in your ftead, and there* » 
a Parfon, and all, and fo forth— Now, Sir^ I hope 
(he Poet has brought the Play to a very good ~ 
Cata what d'ye call him, Sir? 

Ltvc, 'Twa's he I encountered in the Garden. 
*Sdeath ! Trick'd by the Poet ! Til cut off one of hia 
Limbs, ril make a Synalcepha of him : 111 ■'■■ 

Club, He, he, he I ^Two Calves fuckVl on the 

iame Cow!— —He, he! . 

Love. Nay, then I beein with you. [Drubs him. 

Club, Zauns! Murder! Demme ! Zauns! Murder! 
tZauns ! [Runs offy and Lovewell after bimm 

* ^ 

nS C £ N £ changes to the Anti-Chamber in LacindaV 
Hou/e J a Hat and a Siuord on the Table. 

Enter Brnfh. 
Br^fi(f, I luive been peeping and crouching about 
like a Cat a moufmg. fia ! 1 fmell a Rat^— a Sword 
and a Hat !-<--*There are certainly a pair of Breeches 
appertaining to thefe, and may fane Xap'd op in my 
I^y*s LavenHer» who knows? [Lifteni. 

Enter Lovewell in a hunj. 
Love, What, Sir ? What arc you doing ? I'm ruin'd, 

irick'd 

JSrufi^. I believe & too, Sir.--— See h^rc! 

{^he^s the Hat and S^word, 
Love, By all my Hopes, Roebuck^s Hat and Sword ! 
This is Mifchief upon Mifchief. Run you to the Gar- 
den, Sirrah i and if you find any Body, fecure 'em ; 1*11 

iearch the Hoafe. Fm rained 1— — Fly^— iJwiiitfi P*^ 

.What hoa? Roebuck? ^hoa? 

£nter Roebuck unbutt0n*d} runs to Lovewell and imhret* 

ces him, 
Roeb. Dear, dear Lovewell, VfiSb me Joy, wiih me 
Joy, my Friend, 

Love, 
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Lovt, Of what. Sir ? 

Roib. Of the dear«il, tender^fl, whitell, fofteft Bride, 
tluitever bleft Man's Arms, rm all Air/ all kCupid^^ 
sill Wings» and mnft fly ^aia to her EmbnKes. ^t" 
tain me hot, my Friend. 

i>zv. Hold Sir $ I hope yoa mock me ; tho* that it 
felfs unkind. 

Roib, Mock you U ■ i B y Hcav'ns, No: She's 

aiore than Senie can bear, or Tdngue cxpiefe. * - ■■ *m 
O Lucin^a ! Should Heaven ■ ' 

Lo^e. Hdldy Sir, no more* 

R^eb. Vta on the Hack of Pleafure, and mud confe& 
a». 

When her foft melting, white, and yielding Waift^ 
Within my preffing Arms was folded fail. 
Our Lips were melted down by Heat of LoV^, 
And lay incorporate in liquid Kifles, 
Whilft in foft broken Sighs, we catch'd each dthcifs 
Souls. 

. Lc^e, Come, come, Rnbtt^i, no more of this Extra^V 
gance. <.i-_- By Heav*n I (wear you iha*B*t many 
iier. 
Roeb, By Heav*n I fwear (6 too ; for Vm manyM 

4lready. 

Icfve, Then thou*rt a VilJala. 

Roib. A Viihiin, Mao I ■ ■ Pfhaw, that^s Nor- 
fenfe. A poor Fellow can no fooner gdc marry *d, than 
you imagine he may be calPd a VilllMtt prefently. " ' 
Yoii may call me Fool, a Bkxkhead» or an Afs^ by tke 
Authority /of Cailom : But why a. Villainy for God's 
fake ? 

. Lcvf. Did not you engage fomee!, atod ighc a Geii* 
tieman fi>r me in MartfieQs? 

Roeb. Did not you promise to engage a Lady for me 
alt the Fountain^ Sir ? 
• ! Lov€, Thk Lncinda is my Miftrefi, Sir. 

Roeb. This lAtdnda^ Sir, is my Wife. 

ijL0a;r. Then this decide the mitter.^ ■ ' ' ' . Draw, 

;[ ^htvwi ^[Uehack hii S^wri^ ««^ dra'^i kU cvm» 

V-vi Roeb* 
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Roet. Prithee be qaiet, Man, Tve other Bufinefs ta 
tmnd on my Wedding-night. I maft in to my Bride. 

[ Gffing* 

Love. Hold^ Sir ; move a ftep, and by Heavens TU 
jRab thee. 

Roeh, Put up, put up ; Pfhaw, I aVt prepare to die 5 
I 9^n\ Devil take me. 

Lvue, Do you dally with me. Sir ? 

Roeb* Why, you won^t be fo unconfcionable as txi 
kill a Man fo fuddenly ; I han*t made my Will yet/ 
Perhaps I may leave you a Legaqr. 

L&ve* Pardon me. Heavens, if prefs^d by ftmging 
Taunts, my Pa^n urge my Arm to a& what*s IohE' 

[Offirs to pu/h at bim. 

Roek Hold. [ TaJUi^ uf his Sn^rd. ] 'Tis fafeft 
making Peace, they fay, with Sword in Hand "-^ 
ni tell thee what, Nedi I would not lofe this Night*s 
Pleafure for the Honour of fighting and vanquiihing 
the Seven Champions of Chrifiendom, Permit me then 
but this Night to return to the Arms of my dear Bride, 
'«nd Faith and Troth Pll take a fair Thruft with 
you to morrow Morning. 

Love. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life ? ■ ■ ■ 
•Then thofo art a Coward. 

Rceh. You imagined the contrary, when you employed 
me to fight for you in MoorfieiJs, 

Love, Will nothing move thy Gall ? ««-~— -ThouVt 
baie, ungrateful. 

Roeb. Ungrateful f I love thee, Ned; by Heavens^ 
my Friend, I love thee: Therefore name not that 
Word again, for fuch a Repetition wou'd over-pay all 
thy Favours. 

Love, A chea^ a very cheap way of m^mg Ac- 
knowledgment, and therefore thou haftcatched it, which 
makes thee more ungrateful. 

Roeb, My Friendfhip even yet does balance my Paf* 
fion ;. but throw in the leail Grain more of an Af- 
front, and by Heaven you turn the Scale. 

L^ve, [Pmtfif^'} No, I've thought better; my 
Reafon dear£<«^Sh0!s not woxth my Sword ; a Bully 

only 
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only (hould draw in her Defence, for She's falfe, * 
Proftitute. [ Puts up hi^ Sijuord, 

Roeh, A Proftitute F By Heavens, thou ly'ft. [Dratvs, 
■ ■ T hou haft Bhfphcmed. Her Virtue aniwers the 
uncorrupted State of Woman ; fo much above Mx)^ 
defty, tiiat it mocks Temptation. She has-convinc'd 
me of the bright Honour pf her Sex^ and I ftand 
Champion now for the ^ir Female Caufe. 

Love. Then I have loH what nougjit on Earth can 
pay. Curfe en all Doubts, all jeaioufles, that deftroy 
our prefent Happinefs, by miftruitting the future. Thus 
Misbelievers making their Heaven uncertain, find a 
certain Hell And is (he virtuous ? Sound 

the bold Charge aloud, which does proclaim me 
gttilty. 

I^oe^, By Heavens, as virtuous as thy Sifter. 

Love, My Sifter f— • Hal — ■■ I fear. Sir, your 

Marriage with Luanda has wrong*d my Sifter i for her 
you courted, and I heard flic lovM you. 

Roek I courted her, *tis true, and lov*d her alio ; 
nay, my Love to her rival*d my Friendfhip towards,. 

• ■■ and had my bate allowed me time for 

Thought, her dear Remembrance might have ftof^'d 
the Marriage. But iince 'tis paft, I muft own to you^ 
to hety and all the World, that I caft off all former 
Paifion, and fliall henceforth confine my Love to the 
dear Circle of her charming Arms, from which I juft 
now parted. 

Enter Leanthe in Womaris loofi Affarel. 
Lean, I take you at your Word : I'he^ are th^ 
Arms that held yod. 

Roeb, Oh Gods and Happinefs ! Leanthe ! 
Love. My Sifter ! Heavens ! It cannot be. 
Roeb, By Heavens it caii, it fhall, it muft be foi i r 
For none on Earth cou^d give fuch Joys, but fhe— * 
Who would have thought my Joys cou*d bear Increafe? 
Lovewell, my Friend! This is thy Sjfter ! Tis Le- 
einthe ! My Miftrcfs, my Bride, my Wife. 

Lean. I am your Sifter, Sir ; as fuch, I beg you to 
pardon the Efi^dt of violent Paftion, which has driw 

vea 
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¥en me into fome imprudent AdUonc : Bat ncme focb 
as may blot the Honour of my Virtue, or Family. 
To lioid you no.lottgn in fu^)ence, *twAs I brOQght 
the Letter from LeaHthe ; 'twas I managed the Intrigue 
with Lucinda ; I &nt the Not^ to Mr. Roebuck ws 

Aftemoon; and I 

. Roeb. That was the Bride of happy me. 

Lyoe, Thou art my Sifter and Guardian- Angel » for 
thou haft blefftM thy felf, and blefs thy Brother, tuein- 
4a ftill is iafe, and may be mine. 

Raib. May ! She (hall be thine, my Friend. 

Lvoe, Where is Lucinda f 

:. . . ' Enitr Mockmode. 

Mack, Not far off; tho* hi enough from you> by tbe^ 
Univerie. 

Leamk You muft give me leave not to believe yoa» 
Sir. 

Mock. Oh, Madam \ Iciave you totthouland Pai^ 
dons* by die Uaiverfey Madam, Zauns, -MadMii, Dun me^ 
Mitdam. f Q^/ Hfabut hir auk<iaarSfi 

-Lovi, By your tewre, Sir [Th^s himiM, 

R9eb. Ah, Coufin M nk u m de I How do all 

0iir Friends in Mn^iW /^—•—— 

hkdt. \\mf^ Genilemenr I thaidc yon all for yoor 
Tfick, your Sham. Yon imaghie 1 have got jtm 
Khore, Cdafu^ your Clack. Ktt» Gentlemen, bv die 
Aiuftance of a Poet, your ^heth is metamoi'phos'a into 
thereal.£«crm£ii which ydilr %es fhall teftify. Bring 
in the Jury there. Guilty, or not Guilty ? 

Enter Lyfick «*</ Trudge. 

7rud, Oh my dear Roebuck I [Trudge feeing JRoe- 
IhkU, tbrenvs ^ffher Mafque^ fim to him^ takes bim «(• 
bmtt tbi Neck and kijfes bim] And Faith is it vofi« 
dear Joy ? And where have yon been thefefevm long 
Years.? 

Mock, Zauns ! 

Roeb. Hold off. Hale Inictuity. M adam, you^ll 

fardonthifi? [To Lesmthe.. 

7ntd. 
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7rtid, Indeed I won^t live with that StntBga'. You 
{»ro]nis*ci to marry me, fo you did . Ah, Sir> Nedify\ 
a brave Boy, God bleis him ; he^s a whole Armiul 4 
Lord knows, .1 had a heavy Load of him. 

Love. Guilty, or nbt Guilty, Mr. Mockmode? 

Mack, 'Tis pad that ; I am condnnn'd; Tni hang'd 
IB the Marria|;e Noofe.-^Hark ye, Madam, was this the 
DoAor that let you Blood under the Tongue for tlie 
Quinfey ? 

jTrW. Ye«, that it was. Sir. ■ 

Mock, Then he may do fo agaifi ; for the Devil take 
me if ever I breath a Vein for ye— Mr. Lyrick^ . is 
this your Poetical Friendfhip ? 

Lj^r. I had only a mind to convince you o(your 
'Squir^fhip. 

Lo've, Now, Sifter, my Fears are over.*— But whereas 
Lucinda f How i» ihe difpos'd of ? 

Lean, The Fear (he lay under of being difcover^d by 
yooy g»ve joe an Opportunity of iitipofing Pindrefs upon 
imt iolead of this Gentleman, wliom ihe ejq>e£led 10 firm 
one of Pindr4fi*% NaghtGowns as a Di%aiie. To make 
the Cheat mor« correiit, £be difgnis^d her falf in my 
Cloaths, which hasnade hkr pft on her Maid for tne; 
and I by that Opportuniryr patting on a Suit of hor^, paft 
apoo tkit Gentleman tor Lucinda: My next Bdinefs 
is to find her out, and beg her Pardon, endeftvonr her 
Reconcilement to yoo, which the Di&oveiy of ihe Mit 
takes between both ^will eafily efiea. lEivM. 

^w*. Well, Sir, ITo Lyrick.] how was yoiir Pke 
carried on? 

Ifr. Why this "Squire (will yoo give nie leave to caB 
yon fo now ?] chis''S<|uii« had a minn to porfonate Lotfe- 
mfeU, te catch LsfcinJa.'-'-'-So I made Trmij^e to perfimate 
Lucin^a^ anid fnap him in this ytty Garden.*— Now, SiSf 
yoa^U #give me leave to write your Epitbahmmn T *• 

Mffek, My Sfithalamium ! jny Epitafhy Screech-Owl, 
for Tm buried alive. Bat I hope you'll return my hundred 
Pound I gave you for marrying me. 

fyr. No; but for five hundred more 111 uniharry you. 
Thefe are imtd Times, an^ Men of ladufiry muft make 
ktaiey. Mack 
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Mock. Here's the Money, by the Univerfe, Sir; aiiU 
of £ve handred Pound Sterling, upon Mr. Ditto the Mer- 
cer in Cheapfide. Bring me a Reprieve, and ^ yours. 

Lyr, Lay it in that Gentleman's Hands. 

\Gi'ves Roebuck tbe Bill. 

The Executioner fhall cut the Rope. [Goes to tbe Door^ 

anil brif^s in Bnll£nch drefs*d like a Par/on, 

Here's Revelation for you I [Pulls open tbe Gtrwn. 

Mock, Oh thou damn'd Whore of Babylon ! 

i^^.What,Pop€yo^» the Second! Wcrcyou thePricft? 

BulL Of the Poet's Ordination. 

Lyr. Ay, ay, before the time of Chriftianity the Poets Y 
were Priefts. ' 

Mock. No wonder then that all the World were Hea- 
thens. 

L^r, How d'ye like the Plot ? Would it not do well 
for a Play ? My Money, Sir— [To Roebuck. 

Roeb, No, Sir ; it belongs to this Gentlewoman ■ ■ 
\Gin)is it to Trudge.'] you nave divorc'd her^ and muft 

give her a feparate Maintenance ^There's another "^ 

turn of Plot you were not aware of, Mr. Lyrick. 
Enter. Lucinda, Leanthe, and Pindiefs. . 

Luc. You have told me Wonders. 

Lean. Here are thefe can teftify the Truth* Thit 
Gentleman is the real Mr. Mockmode, and much fnch 
another Perlbn as your Dream reprefented. 

Boeb. I hope. Madam, you'll pardon my di^mbling, 
fijice only the Hopes of fo great a Purchafe could 
caufe it. , . -. . -^ 

.Luc. Let my wiihing you much Joy and Happineft 
in your Bride^ teftify my Reconciliation ; and at the Re- 
queft- of your Sifter; Mr. LomevueU^ I pardon your pail 
jfealouiies. You threatned me, Mr.'^lave'welli with an 
Jrijb Enteriainment at my Wedding. I wt(h it pre&ot 
now, to affift at your Sifter's NuptiSs. 

Lean, At joy laft going hence, I fent bx 'em, and 
they're ready. 

Lo*ve, C^l 'em in then. 

[Ah Iriflx Entertainment of three Men and tbret 
Women, drefid pfter tbe Fingallian Pajhion^ 
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Luc. I muft reward your Siller, ' Mr. LavKwell, for 
■•the many Services done me as my Page. I therefore 
fettle my Fortune and my felf on you, on this Con- 
dition, That you make ever your Ellate in Ireland to 
your Siller, and that Gentleman. 

Lane. 'Tis done, only with this Pravifo, Brother, 
That yod forlake your Extravagancies. 

Rotb. Brother, you know I always flighted Gold, ' 
But moll when offet'd as a fordid Bribe. 
I fcorn to be brib'd even to VJrme, 
But for bright Virtue's feke, I here embrace it. 

{Emlrmmg Leandte,' 
I have eQwus'd all Goodnefs with Lsaathe, 
^nd am divorc'd from all my former Follies. 

Womaa^s our Fall. Wild and unlmuful Tlamtt 
Dehauch as firfi, and /gfitr lave renlaimi. 
Thus Paradife -wa, M by Womcai s FaU, 
But virtuoui mmaB tbui rtftorts it all. 

[Exeunt omnei. 
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Written and fpoke by Jo. Haynes in 

Mourning. 



Come hot here, your Poets Fate, too fee^ 
He and his Play may both he damrfdfor me : 
'No, Ro^al 7heatre, J come to Mourner 

Thee. 
And mufi tkeje StruSfures then untimely falU 
Wh'tlfi toother Houje ftandsy and gets theDecvil and ail ? 
Muft ftill kind Fortune through all Weathers ft eer *em? 
And Beauties bloom there^ fpite of Edax Rerum ? 
Vivitur ingenio, that damtid Motto there, 

[Looking up at it« 
Seduced me Jirft to be a nvicked Player. 
Hard Times indeed ! Oh Tcmpora ! Oh Mores ? 
1 know that Stage muft down, ivhere not one fFhore ts • 

, ♦ • 

But canyouHofue the Hearts tho'^^(Prty nonvffeak) 
After all our Ser*vicest to let us break ? ' 2 

Tou cannot ddty imlefs the DenfiPs inyfi. 
What Artsi what Merit, hanU <we us*d to wi^nye ? 
Firft, to dimertye ^tkfome nenv French Strt^lers ; 
We broi^t ye Bona Sere's, Batba Co?ars. 

[ModuQg the late Sfngers. 

When their Male-Thr^s no lotiger drew your Money, 
We got you an Eunuch* s Pipe, Seignior Rampony. 
That Beardle/s Songfter *wec<atd nier make much on : 
The Females found a damn" d Blotch in his 'Scutcheon. 
An ttalfun now nue^'ve got, of mighty Fame, 
Don Sigifmondo Fidcli— There's Mujkk in his Name: 

His 
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EPILOGUE. 

WsFmeislihtheMuJici cf thtSfhtres, 

Itjho^d be Hta^'tniy for the FiUc it ieari. [20 1. a tlmc< 

Jie'i a handfome Filimu /w, laiks hr'nk and trim : 

If he de^t takeye, then the Dfviltaie him. 

Brjidei, lefi mir •while Faces aliu^i mayn't delight ye, 

We've picktifGi{/iei HWJ Itpleafi, ar fright ye. 

, ta mate eitr Houfe mere Csurtljfiint, 

lel dots the Mea of Mode rifne, 
5*BwSta«Herocs did iheiT- Tow dejtgn. 
Te maid their Manners, end coarft Englifh Feedingt 
liey •went ta Ireland, to improve their Breeding i 
Tet, fir all this, •wefiUlareat a lofs. 
Oh Collier ! Collier f thtafi frighted muof Mi/s C— S 
She, tt return oar Fareigtiers Coaplei/ance, 
jit Cupid*^ Call bar made a Trip ta France. 
J,av^s Fire-Anns hire, are Jinu mi ivarth- a Saut: 
ffe'^vl lafl the only Touch-hole ef air Houfc. 

Lafit^ that ye^a'tl, gave m * fatal Blavi : 
Well, Tfthitt jiudienee muft Jo. Haynes tmde, 
JFell, if ''tit decreed, nareanthy Fate, Q Stage, 
Htfift the rtniit afthis t^duratt Jge, 
Jll then grew loijir, lea-vl off flaying the Fael, 
jind hire thii Play-haufe far a Board ing-School : 
if ye thini the Maids •went be in af-weil Cenditien, 
When they are under Jo. Haynes'j ^rtrot Tuitian f 
■ They'll have no accoKon then, I'mfure, laPlof, 
They'll haiie fuck Comings-in another •way. 
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i?RGL0'Gl!JE. 

; ■;. • .. By a . jK>IiE:NrO»: '. : . 

^ :': ■ : • ■ .* ■ .rt". v 

P.OET& ^wW think fo ttaihing checks thitrFmy^ 
Js Wi^,. Ctt^ Beatt^r; tmdWon^f»:Ih~drJlJRr^ 
Our Spark^s halfMiU^tvAink MJifhatiMtM^^^ €9me^ 
}ruhifkiUkd^u^l^;fimUli^Kfr9nf^ 
*Tts all fii^ FuH^t:fki\ in umii^ JP% ' 

His Niish(om^^im^^^^Wk:'}i9^ f^ pK^Wie^ 

Some Anthort Coitrt the Fewy the Jftfe^ if any i. 
Our Youth*/ eontentt if he can reach the Matrfi 
t^ go *with much-like Ends to Church • and Vhjy y^ 
Not to oiferve what Pricfts «r^Poets fiy, > 

No! no! yoil^ ^hi^ik} HA /AiVa Sk fuki'auothkwivf. # i 
The Ladies fafe may fmiU : for her is no Slander^ 
Nflm^ '4i%I}e>mithf^iM BMi,^ no '4oM kitten^. ' ' 

But ^then- fi> far front BciSk^r'-'i-nuhy he talks Sef^ / ^ 
Uke Ciinjbftcarrfid^y hu^JeidemiAro/^tfronk thusmeJ^ i 
Thire^s yet a Gangy to whom our Spark fuhmits, '\ 
Tour Elho^n^r^Ms^lFM, ilatBftie'Bji's Wi^ St 

nat\oufy mtify. \M^ jifi}^ as ' heciBme:^ fysFlttt. J 
Who lfiQSi'l}jiss^[ thrn^k^Bs^yiiiBE^ ftmtMW/^ ' y^ 
Hunts, in the BaeeiiA^h^ dllKthe-Dof^t ' . Sk 

Jt NighJi thith^ek^^&mseisr Crumiles itsr thi^LAY\ J^ 
And now the Modi/k. BldMioc i9 impbetti 
Who, with his Mufiet^s Ca^; fiotnosd-sfDMUS^ 
Employs it on arl^Nic^ Jefir^-^ifsaitmit 
While theif(^:fml JBiMpMithtsi^ffdiastU^ ^^ 
SawdRegent^^'fhe^BMi^Gpm^. . . 

A. '■ Next 
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r* - - ■ * - ^ . 

Vixtp f9 our mounted Fritnds^ nve hutnhly mon)e, 

'Who^ all your Side-hox Tricks^ are much ahove^ 

And never, fail to^.fim us *witb their love. 

^Friends! Poor Dc/r&t^Garden thufe istoneV 

6ur merry Meetings there art altusOme. ' 

^uite kft to usf Jure for fome ftrange Mi/deeds ^ 

natfrong Dog ^SampibnV fuWd h der^our Heads ; 

Suafs Rope /ii# Thread ; hut n^ben bis FortaneV told him y, 

He^Ubuur^ ferbdps^ofVLo^t nvillone Dtr^ hold him: 

Jt ieaft, Ibope^ that our Good^natur*d TowUf 

WiUfuda Way to puU his Prices down. 

mil, thae's all! No^ Gentlemin, fir the PLAY; 

O^fecond Thoi^tSf Ive hut two Wostds to fey i 

S$ch as it is, fir your Delight, dtfgn*d: 

Hear it. Read, Tty, Jtt^, emd fieak ess youfnd.. 

A New prologue; 

la ANSWER to my very Good Friend, Mrs. 
OUmM$Hi whoy having Two PLATS Dainn'd 
at the Old Uoujif had a Mind to Qfrry Fa-^ 
vour, to havea Third Damn'd at the New. 

^'J^IS hard the Avaikat of this ?L AY in vie'tf^^ "^ 
'^ Should he Condemn^ piirefy fir f&afing yoii-:- 
Charged wifh a Oime, kvhichyon hii ]udgB$, own 
Was only tins, that he basPJ^dth^^Hawn. 
He touched no POETfi Vcrfe^ mtr DOCTOR'S Bills i, 
Ifo Foe to B— *^re» yet a Friend to Wills. 
A^ Reputation StaWdy hyfiur Debate i 
Nor had a Hand in Banimipt-Brirco^ Fate ; 
And, as ap Eafe tds Taukr Oonfcience, njewSf 
Hit mne of tbofe that Srokfi the t'other Hotfer 
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PROLOGUE. 

% fitfeB Pity to their Wt itched Cheer ^ \ 

Becaufe bis PLAY ^as Bad te brought it herel ' 

fhe dreadful SitLof Murder cries aloud ; 

ArulfurnjJtife^BjCf^ "nrVf a^ hffffirCt^ 

Who dipfd their BarVnm Pens iVi that poor Houfis 

Bkod. 
^Ttntas Malta all: No Malice Sie to Theirs, 
5S write Good PLAYS, pnrpofe to ftdrve the Fbyers; 
fTofiar^eUfsWit, isfitllthe?oti'sduei 
But, here are Men^'whofe Wit, is matcl>dhyfinjt} % 
^eir Wit hthjlar^es them/elntes, and others too. 
Our PLAYS are FWce, hecaufe 9ur Houfeir Crammed t 
neir PLAYS att Good; Fot what f heeaufe ihefm 

"Damsid: 
'^Becaufe tve fleafitfi you, you call us Tools ; 
Aud^caufhyeu pleafeyour fehes, they call you Foots, 
By their Good Nature, they are Wittf true Blue ^ 
^ud. Men of Breeding, $y their ReJpiSs ^to you*^ 
To engage the Fair, all other Means being loft, 

Thejt fr^hhhe Boxes with Q/i/ShakeTpeftr'/CHOST: 
The Ladies of fuch SpeChcs Jbould take heed^ 
For, 'tnuds the DEVIL did raife the Ghoft indeed. 
Tieif Cafe is hard, that fuch Dejpair can fiow i 
They've difihli^d all PoRvors^ jAoFve,^th^ knew i 
And now muft have Recourfe to Powers Below. 
Lit Siiake^>ear then he ftill, Ghofts do no good; 
The Fair are betteir fleas' d with Flejh and Blood: 
What is^t to them, to mind the AntientV Taftef 
£ut,jb€ Poor Fflb are Mad, and Pm in Hap. 

Rons (C 



} 






. . '^ y •. 



Snmipttii 



' t . 

DMinads 




M E K 



Sir ILif^ mU4ur,\ An. Aiiy.Gcn*^ ^ , 

ttandard,. A J>abande4 fiplonel, 7 ^ ■ . ^ - 

wife a great Debauchee and Vil* >Mr. Ji/ZSr. 
lanoos. .V 

tl]rn*d^Bca^, ..and i^^S^ng Trar v^if- PMabmoM. 

D;Vi(jp; HUMa^. Mr. Aorm* 

tf^«, Errmii^ A Ik»:t)er. uMj^. Hi/wx, - 

' ; 'WOMEN.; 

i«r««/Z^, A Lady pfa JUting Tei^-p 
pet proceedii^ from a Jlefent- ^Mrs. ferirj^gck^ 

ment of hev Wiongsirom Men. 3 
tady fl*r/r,^, ;A^ Qld :Udy* Met: liiff s^ P««^ 
. Aer to jif^eii<^. S 

'Angelica, A Woman of Honour, Mrs. Rogers. 
Par/eyt Maid to Litrrwell. Mrs. Moor. 

Confiable^ Mob» Portsr's Wtk, Servants, &c. 

SCENE, LONDON. 
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To the HONOURABLE 



Sir Roger Mostyn, Bar': 




Mojiyn-Hall in Plinifiire* 

s TR, 

(I S' no fmall Refledion on Pic-.- 
ccs of ttus Nature, that Pane- 
] gyrick- is fo much improv'd^ 
and tl^t Dedication is grown- 
more anArt than Poetry i that 
Authors, to make their Patrons more thaa 
Men, make themfelves Icis ; and that Perfons - 
of Honour are forc'd to decline patronizing; 
"Wit, becaufe their Modefty cannot bear the- 
grofs Strokes of Adulation. 

But give me. leave to fay. Sir, that I am> 

too young an Author to have learnt the Art: 

of Flattery j and I hopei the fame Modefty 

which recommended this Play to the World,, 

A a. wHi 



7%e De Die AT TON.. 

•Will alfo reconcile my Addreflfes to You, of 
whom I can fay nothing but what your Me- 
rits may warrant,^ and all that have the Ho-' 
nour of your Acquaintance willbe proud to 
vindicate. 

The greateft Penegyrick upon yqu, S i r,. 
is the unprejudiced and bare Truth of Your- 
Charafter ; the Fire of Youth, with the Se^ 
datenefs of a Senator^ and the Modern Gaiety 
of a fine EngUJh Gentleman, with the Noble- 
Solidity of the Antient Briton.. 

This is the Charadter, Sir, which all: 
Metiy ^l^ut your Self, are proud to publith of 
lYou, and which more celebrated Fern than: 
mine fhould tranfmit to Poftericy. 

.The Play has had fome Noble Appear- 
ances to honour its Reprefentation y and to 
compleat the SUccefsj I have prefum'd-to pre- 
fix fo Noble a; Name to ufher it into the 
World. A (lately Frontifpiece is^thc Beaut]^ 
of a Building., But Here II muft franiverfc: 






Materia Juperabit Oj^s^. , 
lam. Honourable S li R* 
IfOut moft Devoted, and] 
Humble Seryant^ 
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TO THE 

RE A D E R. 

• • • 

If affeSi^ JMS^efiy is very cfimr 
thcgreai^ Uamty^ mi AutliQrs> 
are fmUtiines /prmdfr of their 
_ BIuJ»s^ ty^M €f tbi Frdfestbak 

accajiofCd tbem^ I Jhat^l tbefefore^ like a- 
faplijh Vhgiit^ .0 t& he pirfuld^ and deny- 
wk4f Ijbiefiy wi/h for,, I am 'uery willing ta 
acknowledge the Bfeautics of this Play, e^e-^ 
$iully\tbofe ' of the Third Night, lobi^b not'' 
to he proud ofy were the height of Im^ 
pudence: Uobo is ajham^d to 'value himfe^ ujpon> 
fucb Favour Sy undervalues thofe 'who con^ 
f erred them. ^ ' . 

As I freely fuhmit to; the Criticifms of the- 
JndidouSy '^fo I cannot . call this an HI Playl 
fmce the "Town has allowed it fucb Succefs. 
' Wbeti they have pardon^ d my FauUs^ Uwere- 
'^ery m M(imefcitQ eondemn their Indulgence^. 
Sof^-M^: tinnk (my Aefuaintance in J'owH 
h^t^^to^ [lender. t& make a Party for the Play) 
that We Smeefsirnufi, h deriiidfrom the pure;- 

g .* Merita 



To the READER.. 

JAerits of the Caufe. I am of another- Opt-- 
tnofi^: I have mi been long enough in Town to 
raife, Enemies againfi vt^ ; and the Englifh 
are ftill land to Strangers. I amhelotff the 
Envy of great U^ttJy . md oifove the Malice 
of little ones. I have not dijpleafd the Ladies^ 
nor offended the Clergyv both which are now 
pteafd to fay J that, a Comedy may be divert- 
ing without Smut and Profanenefs. 

Next to thefe Advantages^ the 'Seauiinof 
ASlioHgave the great eft Life to the Play ; of 
which the Town is fo fenftble^ that all will 
join with me in Commendation of the Aftors,. . 
and alfo (without detra^ing from the Merit of 
ethers) that the Theatre-Royal aff&rds an Ex- . 
cellent and Compleat Set of eomedians. Mr. 
'Wilkes Performance has fet bimfo far above • 
Competition intheF^Ln ^Wildair, that none 
can pretend to envy the Praife due ta his Me- 
rit. That he made the Part, will appear 
from hence ^ that whenever the Stage has the^ 
Misfortune to lofe him^ i'ir Harry Wildair 
maygo to the JxjSbWsQi 

A' great many quarrel at* the Trip to^^Q 
Jubilee for a Mifnomer r- / muft tdl them^ 
That perhaps there are great ep Trips in the 
Play -, and when I find that more exaSt Pldys 
have had better Succefs^ Tll.tdtle^ with the Cri- 
ricks ^J<?«/ Decorums, (Sc. Howevery if fever 
tommit another Fault of this N(^ure^ PH en^ 
deavour to make it. mor^ Effcufable. 




THE 

Constant Couple. 



A C T I. . . 

SCENE., fhePark. 

Eirter Vizard viith a Letttr^ SayaotfiBnoiiif 

VIZ Jl R D. 
if^GELICJ kad it Sacic aiiopeaM; 
I lay you I 

StrtMiti. As you be. Sir. 

Fix. The Prido.of thefe virtuous Wot 

J men is more Unfufierable, than the Iiht 

modelFy of Proftitatefr— — Aliet aQ my EDCOumgenKntf 
to flight me thus ! 

Str^. She Ikid. Sir, That imq^ning your Morals Aa- 

cere, -flie gave you AcodJ to her Cst^vei^uon ; but that 

your lace Behaviour in her Company ha convinc'd her 

B that 
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,that ypm Love and. Religion ar^.hoth Hypocrify^ aad 
that (he believes your Letter like your iMf, fair oxi the 
out-fide^ foul within ; (o fent it back unopened* 

Fix, May Obftinacy guar^ her Beauty till Wrinkles 
bury it ; then may Oeiire prevail to make berxiurie tha^t 
.untimely Pride her difappointed Age repents—; — i-I'll 
be reveng'd the vety firft Opportunity— rrSaw you the 
old Lady Dar/ing, her Mother ? 

Sery. Yes, Sir, ;ind (he was pleas*d to fay much in 
your Commendation. 

Fiz, That's my Cue An Efleem grafted in old 

^e is hardly yoote4^out. ,^Ye^s/liffca fheir Qpiifiot^ 
wkh liheir Bodies, and olcf Zeal is.only to be cozenM by 

young Hypocrify Run to the Lady Lure^ell*Sj and 

know of her Maid, whether her Ladyfhip will be at 

^ome this Evening ; her Beauty is fuificient Cure for 

AngeliceCs Scorn. \Exit Servant • 

(Viz. fulls out a Booky reads and walks about. J 

Enter Smuggler. 

^m^. Ay 9 there's a Pattern fi)r the young Men o'th* 
Times, at his Meditation fo early; fome Book of pious 
Ejaculations, I'm fure. 

/^/^jT", This JS^W/iSjaaeadcellent Fellow f (ajide:) O 
Uncle Smuggler / to find you at this End o'th' Town 
is a Miracle. 

. $mug, I have feen a Miracle this Moroing indeed, 
jCo\jl{m Wizard. 

Fix. What was it, pray Sir ? 

Smug, A Man at his Devotion fo pear the Court 

I'm very glad Boy, that you keep your Sandlity un- 
tainted in this infcdious Place j the viery Air of this 
Park is heatheriifh,' and ev6ry Man's Breath I meet, 
fcent§ of Atheifm. 

Fix, Surely; Sir, fome great Concern muft bring you 
to this onian^ed Eiid of the Town* 
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Smug. A very unlanftified Concern, truly Cbufin. 

Fix. Whatis't? 

^;»a(^. A Law-fuit, Boy Shall I tell you ? M^y 

Ship the Swan is newly arriv*d from St. Sehafiian^s, la- 
den with Portugal Wines : Now the impudent Rogue of 
^a Tide-waiter has the Face to affirm, *tis French Wines 
in Spani/h Cafks, and has iudidled me upon the Statuti- 
— — O Confcience, Confcience ! thefe Tide-waiters 
and Surveyors plague us more with their French Wines, 
than the War did with the French Privateers ■ A y, 

there's another Plague of the Nation 

• Enter C^hnel StindArd. 
A red Coat and Feather. 

Viz. Col. Standard, Tin ybur humble Servant. 

Stand. May be not. Sir* - 

■ Vi%. Why fo ? 

Stand. Becflufe ^— Pm diibanded; 

Viz. How? broke! - • 

Stand'. This ver)^ Morning, mHide^ParXr, my brave 
Regiment, a thoufand Men, that lookM like Lions Ye- 
flerday, were fcatter'd,and lookM as poor^nd fimpk as 
the Herd of Deer that gras'd befide 'eni. 

Smug. Tal, al, deral (Sifting) VW have a Bonfire this 
Night as high as^the Monument. 
' Stand. A Bonfire! thou dry, withered ill Nature ( 
had not thefe brave Fell6ws Swords defended yoii, your 
Houie had been a Bonfire e*er this about your Ears ■ " - 
Did \(fe not venture our Lives, Sir ? . . » ; 

Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir ? ■■ 
Venture your Lives! Tm fure we ventur-d our Money, 
and that's Life and Scul to me ■ Sir, we'll maintaij» 
you na longer. 

■ Stand. Then yoar Wives (hall, old ^^^mr: There are 
five and thirty ftrappjng Officers gone this Morning ta 
live lipoh free Quarters in the City. ' 

£isn^. OLord! OLoid! Ifhall have a Son within^ 

B 2 thefe 
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thefe nme Months bom with a Leading-fiaff m his Hand 
Sir, you are— 

S€and. What, Sir? 

Smug* Sir, I (ay yoa ay ' ■ 

5/W. Whai^ Sir? 

^xvi^. Diihanded, Sir, that's sUl^-— I &€ toy law- 
yer yonder. lExii.^ 

Fix. Sify Tm very ioriy &r yonr Mxsfbrtaiie. 

S^and. Why fb ? I don*t cpq^ to boiat)w Mo^ey of 
you; if you're my Friend, meet me this £vemng at the 
kummer, 1*11 pay my Way^ drink a Health to niy King, 
Profperity to my Cpuntiyj 9xd away fox Huf^ary To* 
morrow Morning. 

Fix. What I you won't have us? 

Stand, What! a Soldier ft^ here f tp look |ike ^n 
(old Pair of Colours in JFeftminfitr-Hall, ragged and |ii* 

fly! No, no ^I met Yeftwday a broken lieutenant ; 

he was aiham'd to own that he wanted a Dinner, imt 
begg'4 Eighteeff-pence of me to buy a new Shcadi for 
hi$ Sword. 

Fi%. O, bfot you have gpod Fnends* Colooell 

Stand. O, very good Frjeiids I m^ Father's a Lordj; 
and my elder Biothtr a Beau* 

Fix, But your Country voj^y perhaps want your Sword" 
ag»tn. 

Stand* Nay» li|r that Matter, k| bwt a ftsgk X>fmk 
beat up for Volunteers betwi^ii Luxate aii^ Chathg^ 
Crofs^ and I ihall ttndciubtetUy he^r it at ihe W»lb of 
Muda*' 

Fi^n Corner ^xm^i CQlonel, there afe ways ofmav 
Uog your Forgone at Homo— Make your AddreSea 
to the Fair, you're a Man tfHonmr and Courage. 
• Stmni. Ay, my Coiyrage is like to do me wondrons 
Service with the Fair : This pretty .cro& Cut over mf 
Eye will attraa a Dutcbei s ■■ I warrant ^twiU be a 
mighty Giaci W my oglinj^*-— *Had I lls^d the gcmta- 

gem 
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gem of a certain Brother Colonel of mine, I might fuc~ 
ceed. 

Viz. What was it,, pray ? 

Stand, Why, to five his pretty Face for the Women* 
he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy He 

was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. 

Viz, Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus will 
never fail, you muft get a Miftrefs. 

Stand. Prithee, no more on*t You have awakened 

a Thought, from which, and the Kingdom, I wou*d 
have iloln away at once .To be plain^ I have a 

Miftrefs, 

Viz. And ihe's cruel. 

Stand. No. 

Viz. Her Parents prevent your Happinefs ? 

Stand. Nor that. 

Viz. Then (he has no Fortune ? 

Stand. A large one. Beauty to tempt all Mankind, 
and Virtue to beat off their Allaults. O Vizard! fuch a 
Creature I — Hey dey! Who the Devil have we here? 

Viz, The Joy of the Play-houfe, and Life of the Park. 
[Enter 5/r Harry Wildair, croJ}s the Stage Jingingy nmth' 
Footmen after him.'\ Sir Harry Wildair newly come 
from Farls, 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Did not he make a Cam- 
paign in Flanders fome three or four Years ago ? 

Viz. The fame. 

Stand. Why, he behav'd himfclf very bravely. 

Viz, Why not? Doll think Bravery and Gaiety are 
inconfiflent ? He*s a Gentleman of moft happy Cincunr. 
fiances, born to a plencifol Eflate, has had a genteel and 
eafy Education, free from the Rigidnefs of Teachers, 
and Pedantry (^Schools*. His Hbrid Conftitution being 
never ruffled by Misfortune, nor ftinied" in its Pleafures, 
has render'd him entertaining to othen, and eafy to him* 
felf._Turning^ all Paflion into Gaiety of Humour, by 

B 3. whichi 
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^idi he chnfes nther to rejoioe his Friencbif than be 
hated by any; as you (hall fee. 

Enter Wildair. 

mU. Ha? rizardf 

Viz, Sir Harry! 

Wild. Who thought to find you out of the Rubnck fo 
long ? I thought thy Hypocrify had been wedded to a 

Pulpit-Cufhion long ago Sir, if I miflake not your 

Face, your Name is Standard. 

Stand. Sir Harry^ Fm your humble Servant. 

Wild. Come, Gentlemen, the News, the News o*th* 
Town ; far I'm jufl arriv*d. 

Vise. Why, in the City-end o'th* Town we're playing 
the Knave to get EfUtes. 

Stand. And in the Court-end, playing the Fool in 
fpending 'em. 

Wild. Juft fo in Paris ; I'm glad we're grown fo MoSfilf. 

Viz, We are all fo reformed, that Gallantry is taken 
fcr Vice. 

Stand. And Hyprocrijy for Ri^iott. 

Wild. Alamade dc Paris agen. 

Vi-j^ Not one Whore between Ludgati and Aldgate^ 

Stand, But ten times more Cuckolds than ever. 

Vix. Nodiing like an Oath in the City. 

Stand, That's a Miiiake ^ for my Major fwore a hun* 
dred and fifty ]a& Nighty to a Merchant^ Wife in her 
ISed-chamber. 

Wild. Fihaw„ this is trifling ; tell me News, Gentle, 
men. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the 
Groom-Porten? or his Heart at New-Marht^ for the Lofs- 
€f a Race I What Wife has been lately fuing in Dolors 
Commons for Alimony ? or. What Daughter run away 
with her Father's Valet F 'What Beau gave the nobleft 
Ball at the Bath, or had the fineft Coach in the Ring I I 
want News, Gentlemen. •• 

Stand. Faiths Sir^ thefc are no News at all. 
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Fiz, But pray, Sir Harty, tdl us fome News of your 
Travels. 

fflld. With all my Heart ^You muft know then, 

I went over to Amfttrdam in a Dutch Ship; I there had 
a Dutch Whore for five Stivers.: I went from thenoe to 
Landen^ where I\ was heartily drubM in the Battle with 
the But- end of a ^oui/r-Mufket. I thence went to Faris^ 
where I had half a dozen Intrigues, bought half a dozen 
new Suits, fought a couple of Duels, and here 1 am 
again xjifiatu quo, 

Vix, But we heard that you defignM to make the 
7our oi Italy \ what brought you back fb foon ? 

Wild, That which brought you into the World, and 
may, perhaps, carry you out of it; a Woman. 

Stand. What! Quit the Pleafures of Travel fork 
Woman! 

Wild. Ay, Colonel, for fuch aWoman! I had rather 
fee her Rudl^ than the Palace of Lennis le Grand: There*s 
more Glory in her Smile, than in the Juhilt at Kime^ 
and I would rather kifs her Hand than the Fope^s lot. 

Viz. You, Colonel, liave been very lavifli in the Beau- 
ty and Virtue of your Mifirefs^ and Sir Harry \ysct has 
been no lefs eloquent in the Praife of his : Now will I 
lay you both ten Guineas a-piece, that neither of them 
is fo pretty, fo witty, or fb virtuous, as mine. 

Stand, 'Tis done. 

Wild, m double the Stakes But, GentloiMi^ 

now I think on^. How fhall we be refblv*d? For I. 
luiow npt where my Mtfirefi may be found ; fhe left Pa- 
ris about a M^nth before me, and I had an Account-— 

Stand, How, Sir ! Left Paris about a Mon^ before you ! 

Wild. Ay! But I know not where^ and perhaps 
inay'nt find her this Fortnight. 

Stand, Her Name, pray, Six Harry.. 

Vi%, Ay, ay! H^Name? Perhaps we know hciv 

Wild. Her Nam! Ay^-*^heha5 the fofte&i whiteft 
. Haii^ 
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Hand, that ever was made of Flefli and Blood ; her laps 
fo balmy fweet. 

Stand. But her Name, Sir?' 

^ Wi/d. Then her Neck and Bread ; ^Her Breads 

do ib heave, fo heave. [Singing.'] 

Fix, Bqt her Name, Sir, herQuality? 

Wild. Then her Shape, Colonel. 

Stand. But her name I want. Sir? 

Wild. Then her Eyes, Fizard. 

Stand. P'ihaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or nothing? 

Wild. Then if you mud have it, fhe*s calPd the La- 

dy But then her Foot, Gentlemen, (he dances to 

z Miracle. Fizard, yoahavecertainlylod your Wager. 

Fix. Why you have loft your Senfes ; we fhall never 
dlilcover the Pidurc unlefs you fubicribe the Name. 

Wild. Then her Name is Lurewell, 

Stand. *SDeath, My Miftrefs. [Jfidi* 

Fix. My Mifirefi\ by Ju^ter. [Jfide. 

Wild. Do you know her. Gentlemen ? 

Stand. I have feen her, Sir. 
, Wild. C^nft tell where fhe lodges? Tell me, dear 
CobneL 

Stand. Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Stand. 

Wild. Nay, hold. Colonel, TU follow you, and will 
know. [Runs out. 

^ Fix. The Lady Lurewell hii Mifirefs! He loves her. 

JSat fhe loves me ^But he*s a Baronet, and I plain 

Fizard \ he has a Coach and Six, and I walk on fbot« I 

.was bred in London, and he in Paris ^That very 

Circumftance has murder'd me ^Then fomc Stra- 

tagen^ mud be laid to divert his Pretendons. 

Reenter Wildair.. 

Wild. Prithee, Dick, what makes the Colonel fb out 
of Humour ? 
Fix. Becaufe he's out of Pay, I fuppofe. 

Wild. S'life that's true; I was b^niuog tO midroft 
jbme lUvaldup in tke Ca&« Fisu 
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Fix, And fiipppfe there weie» yon know tbe Colond 
can fight> Sir Hany. 

Wild. Fight I P'lhaw^ but he cap't dfificiB, ha I W^ 
contend for a Woman, Vixardl S'life Mail, if Ladies 
were ^0 be pin*id by- Sword and Piftol only, wbat the 
Devil, ihould ail the Beaux do ? . 

Fix, ril try him £irtker [4/ide»'\ Bot wou^d aot yoor 
Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ^ admire ? 
.. WHfk Fightl Let me ooafider. I love her, that*s 
true— -— btt( then I love honeft Sir Harry WiUdir better. 
The Lady LurrwtU is.divmfly charming— —rig^t—^ 
but then a Thrufl Tth* Guti, or ^MHUfox-jMry^- i* aa 
ugly as ithe Pevil. 

* Fix. Ay, Sir Harry f 'Twere a dangetoos Qail for ^ 
Beau Barone); fo be tried by a paicd of graafjr^ grtnn- 
bling, bartering Boobies^ who wouM hang you purely 
becaufe yoa'i« a Geatlemaa* ' ' 
. fFild. Ay ! B^t.on tV><bcr I|and, I have Moneys e« 
noogh to bribe the l|agiM» ,witk : So^ «pon xnatafe Ddu 
beratiofUy I wo«'d £ght for hef^-««-B0e no mote of hen' 
Prithee^. f7«#r4^. can't yon ]ecciflin)ehda[l[ikftd te« 
pretty Mifirefihy the by, till I can £nd my own? Yo» 
have flove Tm fure i yoa cunning ppaching Dogs make 
fuier Game than w^ thM hunt apen and fiur. Pxithoe 
now, gppdroMri/. 

Fix. Let tne^confider a litd e Now Love and 

Revenge infpire my Politicks. C-^*^'* 

[F#l/Jy, nMi^ Sir {farry «««/ ^i^g^ 

JFild. Fihawl Tiiou'ic aslgi^alhi^yiiig foraaeW 
Mifiifefit as a Draw^ is piercing a new Pipe. 

Fix, I defign a new Pipe for you» and wholeibme 
Wine ; you'll therefore bear a little Exp^^ation. 

mid. Ha! Say'ftthou, dear^fMr/^ 

/!7«. A Girl of iixteenj^ Sir i^rr^. 

Wild, NowiiJttemthoufimdBliililiigsUg^tontheQ* 

r/«. Pretty j«|4 witty. 

mu. 
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Wild, hy^ ay \ But her Name, Vizard ? 

Fix, Her Namef Yes ^fhc has the fofteft vtihxteS. 

Hand that fMt was made of Flefh and filood, ber Lips 

fo balmy fweeet. 

: mid. Well, well! But where (hall I find her, Man > 

Fix. Find her But then her Foot, Sir Harry: 

She dances C(» a N^iracTe. 

fTtld. Prithee don*t diftraa me. 
. Fix, Well then I Yon mnft know, that this Lady is 
the Curiolity and Ambition of the Town ; her Name's 
j^gi/ica. She that paBb.for her Mother is a private 
Bawd, and jcaird the Lady Darling: She goes for a Ba- 
ronet^s Lady (no Difparagement to your Honour, Sir 
£[arry) Ik^reyotiJ 

. JFild. P'fliaw, hang my Honour 1 But what Street, 
lyhat Hoofe } 

Ftx, Not fo fall, SirHtfrr^^yottmnfthavemy Pafs- 
pprt for your Admittance, and you*!! find my Recom- 
mendajjon, in a L^ne or .two, '.w^ procure yon very d- 
yil ;£nteitainmenti 4 fiippofejiltwenty 6r^ thirty Pieces, 
l^udfeoitly plac'd, will gain dio Point \ 'V\\ enfure her 
$QMndi ■' - i . ■ ''■■-. 

1 ifild. Thou deaidt Friend to a Man in Neceffity 

Hexe^ Sirrah, order my. Coach about' to St. Jamfs\ FU 
walk a-crofs the P^k. \To kis Servant. 

r . ' . • * 

. . Enter Qincher ^tf«o^. 

» Clinch, Here, Sirrah, order my Coach al?out to St. 

yames\ 1*11 walk a-crofs the Park too-^ Mr. Fi- 

%ard, your moft devoted -Sir, [to JFildair.'] I ad- 
mire the Mode of your Shoulder-knot; methinks it hangs 
very emphatically, and carries an Air of Travel in it ; 
your Sword-knot too is moft ornamentally Modijh, and 
bears a Foreign Mein. Gentlemen, my Brother is jtill 
arriv'd in Town, £o that being upon the Wing tokifs 
his Hands, I hope you^ll pardon this abrupt Departure 
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of, Gentlemeoy your moft devoted, and sAoft Aithfu! 
humble Servant. 

Wild, Prithee, doil know him ? 

^/«. Know him [ Why 'tb C/incier, who was Ap, 
prentice to my Uade Smuggler, the Merchant in the 
City. 

^/^. What makes him fo g^? 

r/«J. Why, he's in Mourning for his Father ; the kind 
old Man in Hertfordjhire t'other Day broke hjs Neck a 
Fox-Hunting ; the Son, upon the News, has broke his 
Indentures, whipped from behind the Counter into the 
Side-Box, forfwears Merchandize, where he muillive by 
Cheating; and ufurps Gentility, where he may die by 
Raking. He keeps his Coach, and Liveries, Brace of 
Geldings^ Leajb oj Mifirejfes^ talks of nothing but Wines, 
Intrigues, Plays, Faihions, znd ^ng to the yuiilee. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha I How many Pound of Pulvil mull 
the Fdlow ufe in fweetning himfelf from the Smdl of 

Hops and Tobacco. Faugh Pmy Cbnfcience mer 

thought like Oli*via^s Iiover he flunk of Thames-Street, 

. But now for Angelica^ That's her Name : we'll to the 

Princefs's Chocolate-Houfo, where you fliall write my 

Pafsport. Abons. [Exeuni. 



^"y.^M^, 
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S C £ N E» Lady Lurewell*^ Lodgings* 

Lurewell, and her Maid Parly. 

Lure-VyJrly, my Pocket-Book let me fee Ma- 

*welL JL dridi Venice , Parisy London^-^'-^Ah, London f 
They may talk what they will of the hot Countries, but 
J find Love moft fruitful under this Climat e - ■ In at 
Month's fpace have I gain'd««— ^Ict me fee» Imfrtms, 
Colonel Standard. 

Parly. 
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Parl^. And hdw jmU your Ladyfhip manage him ? 

Lure. As all Soldiers (hould be maoagM ; he (faal! 
jbrve me till I gain my Ends, then I disband him. 

Piir. BiitheJoves yoo, Madam. 

Im-e. Therefore I icorn him ; I hate all that doh*t 
love me, and flight all that do : Would his whole dcr 
lading Sex admiiM me, thus woc^d I flight them all. 
My virgin aiid unwary Innocence was wronged by faith- 
lA Man ; but now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diflemble 
JPdce, lie TongDe, and be a fecond En^e to tempt, fe- 

dtKe, and damn the treacheroos Kind Let me fur- 

wy my Captivw— ^^ — The Colmtfl leads the Van* 
Next Mr. Vixartty hecoarts meant of the Tra£fice of 
fiity^ therefore is a Hypocrite: Then Clincher hfc 
ado^ me with Orangery, and is . consequently a Fool: 
Then my old Mercbapty Alderman Smuggler^ he is a 

Compound of bodi Out of which Medley of Lovers^ 

if I don^t make good Diveirflon^— — -— What d*ye 
think, Farfy. 

Par, I think. Madam, Fm Hke to be very virtuous 
in your Service, if you teach me all diofe Tricks that 
yon oie to your Lovers. 

.. Z«rtf..You*reaFool, Child; obferve* this, thattho'a 
Woman fwear, forfwear, lie, diflemble, back-bite, be 
{rroad, vam, malicious, any thing, if flie iecures the 
main Chance, flwVftill Virtuous, that's a Maxim. 

Par. I can't be perfuaded tho'. Madam, but thatyoo 
really- ]a^'di Sfr IKrry WiSair iik PaAs. 

Lure, df all th^ Lovers I ever had, he was my 
greateft Plague, for 1 could' never make him uneafy ; 
I left him involved in a Duel upon my Account, I long 
10 know whether the Fbp bekilN- or net« 

Evtir Stai^jdaid; 
InQid*. joo foeoer talk of JQifiii^, but th^ Sddler is 
conjnrM up ; yonVejipen-luiLid £>ety, Cokmd, toierve 
your King, your Country, and a Miflrtfiti^i 

z Stand. . 
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. Stand. The latter, I muft^confefs, is the harder ; for 
in War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty : But, 
in Love, who wou'd take our Poll is our Enemy : Emu- 
lation in Glory is tranfporting, but Rivals here into- 
lerable. 

Lure, Thofe that bear away the Prize in the Field, 
ihould boaH the fame Succefs in the Bed-chamber ; and, 
I think, confidering the Weaknefs of our Sex, we fhou*d 
make thofe our Companions who can be our Cham-' 
pions. 

Stand. I once. Madam, hop*d the Honour of de« 
fending you from all Injuries, through a Title to your 
Lovely Perfon ; but now my Love muft attend my 
Fortune. This Commiilion, Madamy was my Pafsport 
to the Fair; adding a Noblenefs to my Paifion, it 
fiampt a Value on my Love ; 'twas otice the Life of 
Honour, but now its Hearfe ; and, with it, mufl mjf 
Love be bury'd. 

Pari What ! Dilbanded, Cofenel ? 

Stand. Yes, Mrs. Parly, 

Pari. Faugh, the naufeous Fellow, he ftinfes of Po^ 
verty already. {Ajide. 

Lure, His Misfortune troubles me, /caufe it may 
prevent my Defigns. [JJtde. 

Stand, ril chufe. Madam, rather to deftroy my PaA 
fion by Abfence Abroad, than have it ilarv*d at 
Home. 

Lure. I'm forry. Sir, you have fo mean an Opinion 
of my Affeftion, as to imagine it founddd upon your 
Fortune. And to convince you of your Miftake, here 
I vow, by all that's facred, I own the fame Affeftion 
now as before. Let it fuffice, my Fortune is conli- 
derable. 

Stand. No, Madam, no ; Vl\ never be a Charge to 
her I love : The Man that fells himfelf for Gold is the 
ivoril of Proftitutes. 

C Lure. 
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Lain, Now -were he any other Creature but a Man, 
I could love him. \^4fide, 

. Statu!, This only laft Requeft I make, that no Title 
ttoommend a Fod, Office introduce a Knave, ner a 
Coat a Coward^ to myPlaceinyourAf&dions; fo fare- 
well my Country, and adieu my Love. [Exit. 

Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being fb honour- 
able : Here, Parly, call him back, Ifhall lofe half my 
Diverfion clfe. Now for a Trial of Skill. [Re-enter Co- 
lonel.] Sir, I hope you'll pardon my Curiofity ; When 
do you take your Journey ? 
^ Stand, To-morrow Morning, early. Madam, 

Lure, So fuddenly ! which way are you defigned to 
travel ? 

Stand, That I can't yet refolve on. 

Lure, ?x2Ly Sir, tell que ; pray Sir, I intreat you; 
why. are ypu obltin^te? 

Stand, Why are you fo curious, Madam ? 

Lure, Becauf cj! 

Stand, What? 

Lure, Becaufe, I, I, 



Stand. Becaufe! What, Madam? Pray tell me. 

Lure. Becaofe I defign to follow you. [Ctying, 

Stand, Follow me ! by all that's great I I ne'er was 
proud before ; but Love from fuch a Creature might 
fwell the Vanity of the proudeft Prince. Follow me f ' 
By Heavens thou (halt not. What I expofe thee to the 

IJazards of a Camp Rather I'll flay, • and here 

bear the Contempt of Fools, and worft of Fortune. 

Lure, We need not, fhall not ; my Eflate for both is 
fuiHcient. 

Stand, Thy Eftate ! no, I'll turn a Knave, and pur- 
chafe one my felf ! I'll cringe to that proud Man I un- 
dermine, and fawn oA him that I would bite to Death : 
rll tip my Tongue with Flattery, and fmooth my Face 
with Smiles ; Til turn Pimp, Informer, Office-broker^ 

nay 
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nay Coward, to be great; and £icrifice it all to thee, 
my generous Fair. 

Lure. And Til diffemble, lye, fwear, jilt, any Thing 
but ril reward thy Love» and recompenfe thy noble 
Paifion. 

Stand. Sir Harry, Ha, ha, ha. Poor Sir Harty; Ha» 
ha, ha, Rather kifs her Hand than the Pope's Toe. Ha> 

ha, ha> 

Lure. Whzt Sit Harry? Colonel, What Sit Harry? 

Stand. Sir Harry Wildairy Madam 

lure. WiiAt ! Is he come over? 
' Stand. Ay, and he told me ■ "but I don't believe 
a Syllable on't. 

Lure'. What .did he tell you I 

Stand. Only call'd you his Mifirefs^ and pretending 
to be extravagant in your Commendation, would vainly 
iniinuate the Praife of his own. Judgment and good For. 
tune in a Choice—*— 

Lure. How eafily is the Vanity of Fops tickled by 
our Sex ! 

Stand. Why, your Sex is the Vanity 9f Fops. 

Lure. O' my Confcience, I believe fo. This Gen- 
tleman, becaule he danc'd well, I pitched on for a 
Partner at a Ball at Faris^ and ever (ince he has fo per- 
fecuted me with Letters, Songs, Dances, Serenading, 
Flattery, Foppery, and N6ife, that I was forc'd to fly 
the Kingdo m ' A nd I warrant you he made you 

Jealous. 
. Stand. Faith, Madam^ a litde uneafy. 

Lure. You fliall have a plentiful Revenge, Pll fend 
him back all his foolilh Letters, Songs and Veries, and 
you your felf ihall carry Vm \ 'twill afK>rd you Oppor- 
tunity of triumphing, and free me from his ^rther 
Impertinence ; for of all Men, he's my Averfion. Til 
run and fetch them inflantly. 

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Projed. How ihall I 

C a bait 
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bait him, likeJiSfeoff with his own Dogs ^Well, Mrs. 

Parfy, *tis order'd by J<S of Parliament^ that you le- 
ceive no more Pieces, Mrs. Parfy 

Parh 'Tis provided, by the "Tame ASt, that you fend 
BO more Meffages by me, good Colonel j you muft not 
pretend to fend any more Letters, unlefs yoti can pay 
the^P^ftage. • * 

Stand. Come, come! don^tbe mercenaxy, take Ex- 
ample by your Lady, be honourable. 

Pari. Alack a day, Sir, it (hews , as ridiculous and 
haughty for us to imiiate our Fetters in their Honpur, 
*s in their Finery ; leave Horiour to Nobility that caii 
fupport it : We poor Folks, Colonel, . haVe no Pretence 
to't : and truly, I think. Sir, that yourfionour fhould 
be cafhier'd with your Leading-Staff. 

Stand. 'Ti? one of the greateft Curfcs of Poverty^ to 
be the Jeft of Chamber-maids. 

Enter LurewelL 

Lure, Here's the Packet, Colonel, the Whole Af^jg^^^ 
xine of Love's Artillery • . [Gi've him the PacAeU 

Stand, Which, fince I have gainM, I will turn xx^n 
the Enemy. Madam, I'll bring you the News of my 
Viftory this Evening. Poor Sir Harry ; Ha, ha, ha. 

[Exit. 

Lure, To the Right about, is you were : March, Co- 
lonel. Ha, ha, ha. 



Vain Man, loho boafts offiudfd Parts and Wiies ; 
Nature, in us, your deefeft Art beguiles. 



} 

Stamping detp Cunning in our Frowns andSmiles, J 
Tou toil for Art, your Intelle£ls you trace ; 
Woman, ^without Thought, heart Policy in her Face. 



ACT 



a Trtf to the J V s 1 1 ^ s, 



Z9 



KAA.AA 





A C T II. 

SCENE Clincher Junior's Lodgings. ', 

Enter Clincher ofenif^ a Letter^ Servznt foIUuuing. . 
CLINCHER Rea&, 

Dear Brother ; 

^// fee you prejently. I have fent this 
Lad to nvait on you, he can inftruQ you 
in the Fa/hions of the Town<, I am your 
affeSionat^ Brother y 

CliiAer. 

Vety well ; and what's your Name, Sir ? 

Dick, My Name is 2>/V^, Sir. 

Clin, Dicky! 

Dick. Ay, Dicky, Sir, 

Clin, Very well J apretQrName And what c^nyott 
do, Mr. Dicl^F 

DicL Why, Sir, I can powder a Wig, and pick up 
• a Whore. 

, . Clin, O Lord f O Lord ! a Whore ! Why are there 
many Whores in this Town ? 

Dick, Ha, ha, ha, many Whores! there's aQueftion, 
indeed ; why. Sir, thcre.are above five hundred Surgpons 
in Town — Harkee, Sir, do you fee that Woman there 
, in the Velvet Scarf, and Rod Knots ?. 
' Clin, Ay, Sir i What then ? 

C 3 Dick 



30 7i&^ Constant Couple: Or, 

' Dick, Why flie (hall be at yoor Service in three Mi- 
notesy as I'm a Pimp. 

Clin, O Jupiter Ammon ! why fhe*s a Gentlewoman. 

Dick. A Gentlewoman ! - why fo are all the Whoiea 
in Town, Sir. 

Enter Clincher Senior, 

Clin, fen. Brother, you're ivelcome to Z^ff//47)». 

Clin, jun. I thought Brother, you owM fo much ta 
the Memory of my Father^ as to wear Mourning ibr 
his Death: 

Clin, fen. Why fo I do. Fool ; I wear this becaufe I 
have the Eilate, and you wear that, becaufe yon have 
not the Eftate. You have Caufe to mourn indeed. 
Brother. Well, Brother, Tm glad to fee you, fere you 
well. [Going, 

Clin.jttn, StSLy, ftay, Brother; where are you going > 

Clin. fen. How natural 'tis for a Country Booby to alk 
impertinent Queflions. Harkee, Sir ; Is not my Father 
dead? 

^in.jun. Ay, ay, to my Sorrow, 

Clin, fen. No Matter for that, he is dead. And am 
not I a young powder'd extravagant Englijh Heir ? 

Clin,jun. Very right. Sir. 

Clin, fen. Why then. Sir, you may be fure that I am 
going to the Juhileey Sir. 
' Clin, jun. Jubilee ! What's that ? 

Clin. fen. Jubilee! Why the Jubilee is- ^Paith I 

don't know what it is. 

Dick, Why the Jubilee is the fame Thing with oor 
Lord'Major*s-Day in the City ; there will be Pageants, 
and Squibbsy and Rary-Sbo^s, and all that, SiT. 

Clin, jun. And muft you go fo foon. Brother? 

Clin, fen. Yes, Sir, for I mud iky a Month in ji^r 
fierddMy to ihidy Poetry, » * 

Clin, jun, Thenj I fuppofo. Brother, you travel through 
Mufco^vy to learn Faihions: Don't ydu. Brother? 

CUn* 
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Clin. Jen.. Brother ! Frithee Robin, doQ*t odl me 
Brother; Sir, will do every jot as wdl. 

CJin:jwk. O Jnpher Ammm ! Why. fo ? 

Clin, fen, Becaufe People will imagine that .yon have, 
a Spightat me - But, have you Iben your Cdufui 

Angdica yet,, and het Mother, the tady Durlini? 

Clin.jun. No : My Dancing-Maflttr has not been with, 
me yet. How fhall I falute them. Brother ? 

Clin, Jin. P'fhaw, that's eafy ;. 'tis only two Scrapes,. 
a Kifs, and Your humble Servant : I'll tell yon more 
when I come from the Jubilee. Come along. 

[Exeunt. 




SCENE Lady Darling'i HOUSE. 



Enter Wildair W/^ a Letter. 

N Wild. T IKE Light and Heat Incorporate ijje lay I 

J^ JVe hleft the l^ightf and curft the coming Day ^ 
' Well, if this Paper-kite flies fure, I'm fecure of my 

Came-^ — Humph! the prittieft Bordel I have feen 5 a 
.very ftately genteel one (Footmen crofs the Stage.) Hey' 

day ! Equipage too I Now for a Bawd by the Curtej^, 

and a Whore with a Coat of Arms ■ ■ s'Dcath, I'm. 

afraid I've miftaken the Houfe. 

.... 

Enter Lady Darling. 

No ; this muft be the Bawd by her Bulk. 
Darl. Your Bufinefs, pray Sir ? 
Wild, Pleafore, Madam. 

DarU 



1 
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DarL TheOy Sir, you have no Baiinefs here. 

Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform yoa &rther ^ 
Mr. Fixard fent it, with his humble Service to your 
Ladyfhip. 

DorL Hoes does my Cbufin, Sir ? 

Wild. Ay, her Coufin too^ that's right Procureis. 



E 



DarL Reads, Madam- 

^Ameft Inclination to Jerve- 

Sir Harry Madam 

Court n^ Coujin Gentleman 

■ Fortune ■ Your Ladf- 

Jhifs moft Humbk Servant, 

Vizard. 

Sir, your Fortune and Quality are fuiEcient to recom- 
mend you any where, but what goes farther with me, 
is the Recommendation of fo fober a youdg Gentleman 
as my Coufin Vizard, 

Wild. A Right fanaify^d Bawd on my Word. 

DarL Sir Harry, your Converfation with Mr. Vizard 
argues you a Gentleman, free from the loofe and 
vicious' Carriage of the Town i FU therefore call my 
Daughter. 

Wild. Now go thy way for an illuftrious Bawd 

of Babylon She dreffes up a Sin fa relfgioufly, 

that the Devil would hardly know it of his Mak- 
ing. 

Re-enter Darling <witb Angelica. 

DarL Pray Daughter ufe him civilly, fuch Matches, 
won't offer every Day. [Exit. 

Wild. O all ye Powers of Love f An Angel ! 'sDeath, 
What Money have I got in my Pocket ? I can't offer 

her lefs than twenty Guineas ^and, by Jupiter,, Die's 

worth a hundred. 

Jf^eL 
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jfngel, ^Tis he I The very fame I And his Perfon a- 
greeable as his Charafter, of good Huraoar— — Pray 
' Heav*n his Silence prooeed from Refpeft. 

fFi/J, How innocent fhe looks ? How wouM that Mo- 
defty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice loote ib 
charming ?<-r6y Heav*n^ there is.fnch a commanding 
Innocence in her Looks, that I dare not afk the Qaeftion. 
' jfngel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feignM 
IndiiFerence a.Si& me to engage his Heart, fi)r mine is 
loft already. 

Wi/J, Madani 1, 1— -Zoons, I cannot fpeak to 

Jner— ^But ihe's a Whore, and I will-^—— Madam, in 

fliort, I, I,r- O Hypocrifyi Hypocrify I What a 

c^iarming Sin art thou ? 

jhgeL He Is caught ; now to iecure jEoy Conqoeft— ^ 
I thoughty Sir, you had Bufinefs to impart. 
' Jin/d. Bttfinefs to impai^t f How' nicely (he words it! 
Yes, Miidsaa, 4on*tyou, don''t you love finging Birds; 
Madam-? 
.' j^gel, Thaf s an odd Queftion for a Lover — ^Yes, Sir. 

Wild, Why then. Madam, hereisaNeft oifthe^et- 
tieft Goldfinches tliat ever chirpt in a Cage; twenty^ 
yoong ones, I afTure you. Madam. 

Jf^el, Twenty young ones ? What then. Sir ? 

fTi/d. Why then, . Madam, there arc twenty young 
ones— S'lifc, I think ^enty is pretty fair. 

jfnge/, W^s itaad fure — i— Sir Harry, when you have 
learn'd more Wit and Mannera, you (hall be welcome 
here again. [£;»'/• 

fnid. Wit and Manners /---'■^l Gad, now I conceive 
there is a great deal of Wit and Manners in twenty Gui- 
neas ^I'm furc 'tis all the Wit and Manners I have 

about me at prefent. What fhall I do ? 

Enter Clincher yuff/V, oW Dicky. 

What the Devil's here ? another Coufin I warrant ye f 
Harkee, $ir» Can you lend me ten or twenty Guineas 

infiantly. 
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inHantly, TU pay yoa fifteen fer them in three Hours 
upon my HQaom*. -^ . 

Clin.jwi. Theft London Sparks are plagay impudent ! 
This Fellow, by his Wig and Aflarance, can be no lefs . 
than a Courtier. 

Dick. He*s rather a-Courtier by his borrowing. 

CUn,jim. Faith, Sir, I have not above five Guineas 
about me. 

^^W. What Bufinefs have you here then. Sir ? For, 
to my Knowledge, twenty won*t be fi^fficient. 
. . Clin,jun: Sufficient f for what. Sir ? 

Wild. What, Sir? Why, for that, Sir; What th« 
D^vil jfhould it he. Sir ? I know your Buiinefs, notwitH- 
Handing all your Gravity, Sir. : : 

^ CUn,jun. My.Buiinefsf Why my Coufin lives here. 

Wild. I know your Couiin does live there, and Vt-^ 
fiard's Couiin, and my Couiin, and every Body's Cou- 
fin.— -^-Hafkee; Sir^ I (hall return immediately, and if 
you offer to Touch her till I come badc^ I (hall cut your 
Throat, Rafcal. lExit. 

\ Clin. Why the Man's mad fure ? 

Dick. Mad, Sir? Ay, he's a Beau. 

C//ff. ABeau! Whafs that? Are all Madmen Beaux? 

Dick. No, Sir! But mdft Beaux are Madmen. But 
now for your Coufin; remember your Three Scrapes, a 
KifS| and your humUe Servant. 

[Exeunti as ixto tb$ Bmfe. 




SCENE 
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S C E N £• 72?^ Street. 
Enttr WUddir-y Cchnelfolhnving. 

Stand. O I R Harry ^ Sir Harry, 

^ mid. I'm in hafle. Colonel: Befides, if 
yoa^re in no better Humour than when I parted with 
you in the Park this Morning, your Company won't 
be very agreeable. 

Stand, You're a happy Man Sir Harry ^ who are ne- 
ver out of Humour : Can nothing move your Gall, Sir 
Harry? 

I Wild. Nothing but Impoflibilities, which are the fame 
as nothing. 

Stand. What Impoflibilities ? 

Wild. The Refurrcdion of my Father to difinherit 
me, or an A6t of Parliament againfl wenching. A Man 
of eight thoufand Pound /^ Annum to be vext! No, no; 
Anger and Spleen are Companions for younger Brothers. 

Stand, Suppofe one call'd you Son of a Whore behind 
your Back. 

Wild. Why then wou'd I call him Rafcal behind his 
Back, and {0 \N€xt even. 

Stand. But fuppofe you had loft a MiArefs. 

Wild. W^iy then wou'd I get another. 

Stand. But fuppofe you were difcarded by the Woman 
ypu love; that wou'd iurely trouble you. - 

Wild. You're miftaken. Colonel; my Love is neither 
romantically honourable, nor meanly mercenary, 'tis 
only a Pitch of Gratitude; while ihe loves me, I love 
her ; when ihe defifis the Obligation's void. 

Stand. 
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Stand, But to be miftaken in your Opinion, Sir, if 
the Lady Lurewell (only fuppofe it) had difcarded you — 

I fay, only fuppofe it and had fent your Difchar^e 

by me. 

Wild, Ffhaw that*s another Impoffibility. 
Stand, Are you fure of that? 
Wild, Why 'twere a Solecifm in Nature ; we're Fin- 
ger and Thumb, Sir: She dances with me, fings with 
me, plays with me, fwears with me^ lies with me. 
Stand, How, Sir? 

Wtld, I mean in an honourable way ; that is, ihe lies 
for me. In fliort, we are as like one another as a Oou- 
pie of Guineas. 

Stand. Now that I have rais'd you to the higheft Pin- 
nacle xA Vanity , will I give you fo mortifying a Fall, as 
fhall daih your Hopes to Pieces 1 pray your Ho- 
nour to perufe thefe Papers. \Gi'ves him the Packet, 
Wild, Whatis*(, the Mufier-Rdl of your Regiments 
Colonel? 

Stand, No, no; 'tis a Lift of your Forces in your 
laft 'Love-Campaign ; and, for your Comfort, all dif- 
banded. 

' Wild, Prithee, good metaphorical Colonel, What d'ye 
mean ? 

Stand. Read, Sir, read; thefe are the ^-^//j Leaves 
that will unfold your Defliny. 

WiU, So it be not a falfe Deed, to cheat me of my 
Eftate, what care I [opening the Pacquet"] Humph ! 

my hand ! To the Lady Lure^ell What Devil haft 

thou been tampering with to c(»ijure up thefe Spirits ?* 
Stdnd, A certain Familiar of your Acquaintance, Sir. 

Wild, [Reading] Madam, my Paffion- fb 

natural your Beauty contending Force 6f 

Charms Mankind Eternal Admirer Wildair! I 

never was aftiam'd of my Name before. 
Stand, What, Sir Harry Wildair out of Humour ? Ha, 
4 ha. 
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ha, ha, ipooxSiv Efirryi more Glor)f in her Smiky than 
in the Jubilee at Rome^ lW» ha^ ba.; butthen her Foot* 
5ir fiirrr;, {he dances to a Miracle ! ha, ha, ha 5 Fy,.Sir/ 
Harry, a Man of jrpur Parts wrife Letters not worth keep- 
ing ! what fay'il thou, my dear Knight Erranti Ha, ha^ 
ha ; ^ou may go feek Adventures now indeed. 

Wild* 5rtfff— Let her wander, £sfc . 

$taful. You are jilted to fo»e Tune;, Sit^ l>Iown op 
with ^Ife Mufick, thaf sail. 

Wihi. Now why flxwld I bemigry tbaita. Woman i$ a 
Woman? Since Inoonibncy and FaUhood are grounded; 
in their Natures, how cari they help it? 

StanJ* Then they muftJbe grounded in your Nature ;- 
for you and ihe are Fin.ger and Thumb, Sir. 

Wild. Here's a Copy of Vcrfes too : I muft turn Poet 

in the DeviPs Name Stay S'death, What's here ? 

This is her Hand Oh the charming Charadlerl My 

dear Wijiair, [reading] Uafs I this huff bluff 

Colonel tbais he is the rareft Fool in Natuzte 

the Devil be is! And as fuch^have I us'd him— 

<Qifitb all m^ hearty faith I had no better way of let- 
ting you know that I lodge in Fedl-MaUy near the Holy 
Lamb— ^-Colonel, I'm your humble Servant. 

Stand. Hold^ Sir, yon ihan^t go yet ; I ha*nt deli- 
vered half my Meflkge. 

Wild. Upon my Faith but you have. Colonel. 

Stand. ^£iiy wdl, own jour Spleen, out with it; I 
know you're like to burft. 

Wild. I am foy by Gad ; Ha, ha, ha. 

.[Laugh and point at f «f another *_ 

Stand. Ay, with all my Heart ; Ha, ha. ^ Well^ well^ 
that's all fctrc'd. Sir Harty. 

Wild. I was never better pleas'd in all my Life, by 
Jitpiter. 

Stand. Well^ Sir Harry , 'tis Prudence to hide your 
Concern, when there's no help foi't ; ■ But to be 

D ferioua 
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feriotts now, the Lady has lent you back all your Pa- 
pen th«re<——— I was (b juft as not to look upon 
*6in. 

'Wild. J am glad Qn% Sir; for there were ibme 
Th»g8 that I would not have you fee. 

Stand » AU this fhe has done for my fake ; and I de- 
£te you woulddecline any fiirther Preteniions for your 
own lake. .So honefl^ good natur'd Sir Harrfy Ym 
your humble Servant. [Exit. 

\Unid. Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel !—--'— O the De- 
light of aningdnious Miflrefs! What a life and Brife. 
nefs it adds to an Amour, like the Lowes of mighty 
Jo^e, ftill iubg in difierent Shapes. A Ligerdimmn 
JMiftrefsy who, frefio^ pafsy and ihe vani(h*d i thenffff, 
jn an inflant, in your Arms again. {Going, 

Mnter Vizard. 

Pi%, Well met, Sir .Harr; j What News fjom the 
Ifland oi Lovef 

' Wild, Faith we Imade but. aAbrt>ken Voyage by your 
Cart; butnow \ am bound lor another .Port : I told 
you the -Colonel Ava&my Rival. 

Viz. The Cobnell Curs'd Misfortune ! another \\Afid9. 

Wild, But the curileft in the World ; he brought me 
Word where my Mifirefi lodges ; the Story's too long to 
tell you now, for I muiU[y. 

/^. What! Have you given over all Thoughts of 
Angelica f 

Wild, No, no; PU think of her fome other Time. 
But now for the Lady LurewtUi Wit and Beauty calls. 

Usat Mi/ire fs nier can pall her Lofver^s 7 ^'9 
Whofi Wit can Mikity nxifjeneUr btr Biouty'ckys. 
Her little amorcus Frauds all Truths €xcel ; 
And maki^m bapfy, b9ing deemed frtwdl* . \Exit. 

^* - ^. Vi%* 



Vf%,Jblm ^The Colonel my Rival too ? How fhall 

I manage ? There is but one way him and the 

Xni^t will I fet a. tilting^ where one cuts toother's 
Throaty and the Survivor's hang'd: So there will be 
two Rivals pretty decently difpos*d.of. Since Honotr 
may oblige them to play the Fool» Why ihould not Ne- 
cdHty engage ma to play the Knave ^ [Exit* 




' S'C E N E turewelfs Lodgings.. 
Lurewell-tfff J Patly« . 

Lure. "LT A S my Servant brought me the Money from 
•*■■*• my Merchant? 
Pari. No, Madam: He met Alderman Stfiuggle'r ^t 

Gharing-CrofSf who has promised to wait on you himfcBf 
immedfately; 

Lure. 'Tis odd,' that this' old Rogue flfou'd pretend 
to love me, and at the fame Time cheat mc of my Mo^- 
ney. 

FarL 'Tis well. Madam, if he don't cheat you of 
your Eftate ; for you fay, the Writings are in his Hands* 

Lure, But what Satisfadtion can I get of him? 

Enter Smuggler. 
Mr. Alderman, your Servant : Have you brought test 
any Money, Sir? 

Smug, Faith, Madam, trading is very dead; what 
with paying the Taxes, raifing the Cuftoms, Lofles ik' 
Sfea Abroad; and maintaining our Wives at Home, the 
Sank is nduc'S very low. 

Litre. Oooie, come. Sir, thefe Evaiions won't ferve 

your Turn * I muft have Money, Sir^:-; — I hdpe yod 

don't dcfign to cheat mc. 

D- z. Smug,: 
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Smug. Cheat you. Madam, I haye been an honeft 
Citizen thefe five and thirty Years f 

Litre. An honeft Citizen f bear Witnefs, Parly ^' I 

ihall trap hiai in more lies prcfcntly^ C6me, Sir, 

<ho* Tm a Woman^ I can take a Cburfc. 

Smug. What Courfe, Madam, You'll go to Law^ 
.will ye? lean maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or 
wrong, thcfc forty Years^ I'm fure of that, thanks to 
the honeft. Pra£lice of the Gburts. 

Lure. Sir, 111 blaft your Reputation, and fo ruin your 
Credit. 

Smug. Blaft my Reputation! He, he, he x Why 
Toi a reHgiQus Mojt^ Madam, I have been very in- 
firumental in the Rejhrmation of Manners. Ruin my 
Credit! Ah, poor Woman: There- is but one way. 
Madam -You have a fweet leering Eye. 

Lure. You indrumental in the Ref&rmatiwi £^w I 
, Smug. I^^hipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-Tail^ out 

Iff the Parijh, ^Ah. that leering. Eye I Then 1 voted 

for pulling d^wn the Play-Hou/e Ah that Ogle, 

f^at Ogle ! Then mj own fious Examfl e ■ All 

that Lip^ that Lip. 

Lure. Here*^ a religious Rogue for you now ! • ■ - As 
i hope to be fav'd, I have a good Mind to beat the old 
Moniiec. 

Smug. Madamy I have brought you about a hundred 
and fifty Guineas (a great deal of Money, as Times go) 
yid ■ - 

Lure* Come> give it me. 

Smug. Ah, that Hand, that HancU that pretty foft^ 

white 1 have brought it, you fee : But the Cba- 

4icioa of the Obligation b fuch, that whereas that leer> 
kig Eye, that pouting Lip, that pretty foft Hand, th^ 
r— ^- — you underilaiid irie, you underhand, Pm fuceyou 
do ; you little Rogue 

Lure^ Kerens a Villain now,, fo cpy^us, that he 

wopCt. 



4 Trip to }he JuBiL.Er. 4^ 

wenvt Wencbmpon his own Coft^-butwonld bribe xne 

with my own Money. I will be reveng'd ^Upon my 

;Wqi^^ Mr. Mdn^na^ yon make Aie Bli^ih; Whatd'ye 
mean, pray? 

Smugg^ . See hew,. Ma Jam, [Putf a Pi^ce cf Money in ' 
[iu M0«/i&]i,bufs and Guinea, bufs and Guinea, bufs and * 
Guinea. 

• Lurif Well, Mr. Alderman, you have ffich pretty 
yellow Teeth, and green Gums, that I wtll,-Hay Jia, > 
ha, ha. 

Smtig. Will you, indeed ? Hcir.he,«he,' my little Co- - 
quet;. and when, and where, and how ?' 

Lur4. Twill be a diffioilt^Point, Sir, to Secure both • 
cor Honours, you muft therefore be difguis' d,i Mr. J^ 
derman. 

Smug, P'ihaw^! 'No Matter, I'm* an T)ld Fornicator, • 
Tm. siot IkUF fo religiou^i as I feem to be. You little 
Rogue, why Pm difguis'd'as I amv; -cxa Sanctity is M 
Outfide and HypoeriJ^.' 

Lure, No Man is ieen ta oome into this Houfe after/ 
Night fall ; you muft therefore^fheak in, when 'tis dark, . 
ia Woman's Cloaths» ^ 

^mug, I, gad ib>.cod'fo 1 have a Suit a Porpofe, . 

jn^rJitde Coquet, I love to be diiguis'd i I cod I makiB - 

a very handibme Woman^. I «odJ[ do.> 

* 

Enter Servant; lubi/pirf I^TGWMI'^' • 

Lure. Oh ! Mr. Alderman, fhall I beg you to walft: ^ 
into, next Room, here are ibme Stangers coming up. 

* Smug. Bui^ andGuinea.£ril, ah myUttle Coquet. 

\Exti'. 
Enter Wildair* - 
/Wild;>Ar^ Uffi nr^Stml, my uB th&t-Hea^ncan^ 



Jjoxt. Dm¥s Life wUh -thti}- 'wHbwMhft, ^Dealb 
tolivi^ 

D jj Wclcoffle^^ 
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Welcbme, toy dear Sir Harfy, I fee you got mjr 

Directions. 

fPlU. Directions f in die Kioft charming Mamieci 
thou dear Matchiavil of Intrigue. 

Lvre, Still brifk and airy I find. Sir Many. 
. Wild, The fight of yoa^ Madam^ exalts my Air, and: 
makes Joy lighten in my Face. 

Lure. I have a tljioufand Qgeftibns to aik yea, Sir- 
Marry, How do yo« like France t 

Wild. Ah ! eft le plus beau pais dU monde. 

Lurel Then what made you leave it fe foon > 

Wild. MadatHy Vous FoyeK qm je^nieus Jw^ partmi. 

Lure, O Monfiiur^ je 'tkux fuis fort cNige e ' ■ B ofr 
where*s the Court now. ^ • 

Wiir. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure^ And where my Count !'# Vdlierf 

WiUi His Bodjr's in the Church of Nifire-DameX C 
dont know whoie his Soul ia.. 

Lure. What Difeafe did he die of? 

Wild., A Duel, Madam» I was his Dodor. 

Lure, How d'ye mean ? 

Wild. As moft Dodors do, I kiU'd him* 

Lure, Em Cavalier, my dear Knight-£rrant, welt f . 
And how? And how^ What Intrigues, what Gal- 
lantries are carrying on in t)^ EsaU'Mmid^ ? \ ' - 

Wild.' 1 fhould aik you that Queftion, Madam, fmce- 
your Ladyffaip makes tkt'Beau MWr wherever yock 
ODiae. ^ . 

Lure* All! Sir Harry, Tve been^almoft ruin'd, pe- 
ider'd to Death here by the inceflant Attacks of a< 
jsiighty Colonel, he has beiieg'd me as dofe as oui^ 
Army did Namur. * 

/^/ii^. Ihopeyoufflttdyfliii^di^ 

Lure^ Noy. no ; but was ibrc'd to capitulate : Bat* 
iince you are oam tO: «fe the Sieges wcUl dano^ land. 
Sngj, and .laugh.. _. . 

WiU,, 
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Wild. And love, and kife Mmtrex mdy 'wtri 

Cbambre. . 

Lure. Attande^ AttanOf ett f m ■ ■ I mnember^ 
Sir Harry, yaa promised me in Paris, nem to mk that 
impetdnent Qadtion again. 

WiJJ. P'ihaw, Madaro^ that was above tWo Monthi 
ago ; biefides, Madain/ Treaties made in Fraxce'^ja^ 
never kept. 

Lure, Wou'd jwx marry me. Sir Harry f 

Wild, Oh I he Marriage eft uM Grimdt ma h ^ h sXp 
1 will marry yoii. / 

^ Lure, Your Word, Sir, is liot to be idyM on : Jf a* 
Gentleman mil ibrfint bis Hohonr- \xt Dealings ol^ Btxf 
finefs,! we may realbnably foTpcdKlus'Fidelitjrin an 
Amour. 

y^\ My Henonr in Dealings of 'Bufinefs f why;;. 
Madam, I q»v«r had an^ .3ufiA^ ui^all my IM.^ 

Litres Yes, Sir Harry, I have hearda veiy odd Story,. 
and am ibnry,. that a Gentleman^ oCy^nir EigHe^tAould 
undergo the Scandal. '- > . - 

Wild. Out wi A^ it,'. Macfam^ v 

lair*. Why the Merchant, Sir, that tnnfmitted yoor- 
Bills of Exchange to yon in FraiK$i complains of fomer 
isidireft..and diibonomaUe Dealing*. 
7>?i;/./Wh0, okl5«HffAr/ - J 

Lure. Ay, ay : you know him, I find«: ! : 

Wild^ I have no lefr thaii Rcafim, I think;.. why the:^ 
Rogue haa^ cheated me o£ aboVe. five hundred Pound 
within theie three Years. 

- Lure. 'Tis youf Bifineft then,, to afi(|ait ypor felf 
|«]blickly, for hfcfpreads the Scandil enftry where. 

Wild. Acqpitmy'fetfpuUicklyi---»*^NW^.Here,.Sirrah^ 
my Coach, Tll.diive inikntly ioto the; City, and^ne 
fiuB old^ViUaiii roiind the RofoIvE^chaugej; be fhall run 
tihe Gantlet through a thoufand ixnflit Beavers, , andv. 
^ttmalCrayate W .: '. " 

ikrek- 



hurt* • Wliy he is in the Hoofe-now, Sir« 

^iji/. What, in this Houfc? 

lMf€i Ayi in the next fioam. ■ * 
• JffUi Thtih!:Sitt9ht lend meTiMir Ciidgel/ . 

Lure. Sir Htfn^, you won't raife a Diikrbance in 
ay Hoofe ? 

fnU. Diftqrbance, Madam, no no ; Til beat him 
with the Temper of a Phildfopher i here, Mrs. Par^ 
ihew me the GentlemiMi/, : : lExit witJif.^ly, 

. ImjL Mow Ihall I get the . old Monfter wjiell beaten, 
and Sir Harry pefter*d next Term .with. Bloodiheds^ 
^tterifs,^.Cotts.and J>amages, Sollicitors and Attornies ; 
and if, the^rdon't teize him out ^ his. gpod Humour, 
)ril never plot i^^«. \J^xit^ 




) I 



S^CE |T F Changii to another Room in the j 
Jam HOUSE. 

Enter Smuggler. 

O This danui'd Tide-waiter! AShipandCaii^ 
worth five thbofaiid^FQiuiid^! why 'ci3 richly 
worAfivehnxidiifelPeifuries.'^ 

; . ' : £«r^ WildaiR . 
: : Wild;.iiy&x Mr. Metman^ Vxk yoiBdnmtiSt devoted 
and humble Servant. . i 

. Snu^. My beft f ricnd. Sir Har/y, . you'xe wekome 

ta England. 

Wiidi. nt afiwe ybu,. Sir,..theieV aot a Jtfad in^che 
£in^8 Dominions Tmigladder to.meet.li . 
. ^Mi^. O :Losd, Str,.yoiLTcaveikrrliave'the.«iiioft 

fibUgipg. ways with you. »■ ; 

WiU. There is a Bufinefs, Mr. ^7i*r«ii^'-fali!n4iut, 

whicL 
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which you may oblige me infinitely by I am 

very fony that I'qi fbrcU to be trooblefome r but Ni^ 
ceffity, Mr. Merman. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, as y^ &y, Neeefity- — -rBut lipoit 
my Word^ Sir^ Vok very, ftort of Mo&ey at preiient S' 
but — I 

ff7/d. That*& not the Matter,. Sir> I'm above an Ofan. 
ligation that way ; but the Bofinefs is,. Tm reduced ta 
an indifpenfibk Neceffity of bdng obliged to. you for a 
Beating Here, take this Cudgel. 

Smug. A Beating, Sir Harry f Ha,, h^, ha, I beat a 
J^nighc Baronejtl an Alderman turn Cudgel*Playeri fia» 
ha, ha. ' > 

ff^ild. Upon my Word, Sir, yaa mofi beat me, or 
1*11 cudgel you ; take your Choice. 

Smug, P'ihaw, p'lhaw, you Jeft. 
, If^i/d. Nay, tis as fuie as Fate ;-. fo, Afderman^ I hope 
you*ll pardon my Curiofity. 

Smug. Curiofity I Duoe take yoUr Curiofitjr, Sir^ 
What d'ye mean ? . ; 

WM. Nothing at 4II : fm but in J^, Sir. 

Smng. O, I can take any Thing in Jeft ; but a Maa 
might imagine by the Smartnefs of the Stroke, that yoit 
were in downright Eameft. 

. fflU. Not in the leaft, Sir^ (/riigs him) not in tl» 
leaft, indeed. Sir. • 

Snu^. Prsly, good Sir, no more of your Jells* fsa 
they a)« the blunteft Jefts that I ever knew. 

tnid. (^iksj Ihtsix^y beg yodr'Fanfen with all 
my Heart, Sir. 

Smi^: Paidon, Sin well Sir, that is Satisfii^oa 
enough from a Gendeman 1 but ferioufiy now, if yoa 
pafs any mom ot y<m Jiofts v|>oa;|](ke/ I fluiU grow 
«ngry. : . : 

f^tld. I humbly b^ your FermiiBoA to beak one 6c 

iTKromore. . ^ [ftrikingbinh 

Smug. 
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Stm^; OLotd^ dir, ydu^U break my Bones : .Are yoa 
•Mad, Sit I MardePy Felony, Manflaiighter. 

[Wild. J^n^is him dokwr. 

liFTJ^'Sin rbegyoulen thou&nd Pardons-; but I 
aa^ibi^lMely CGDspell'dto'eapon niy-Honour» Sin no- 
thing can be more averfe to my Inclinations, than to 
jeff with my hbneft; dear, loving obliging Friend/ the 

[StriJ^ him ail this while. Smuggler tumhies 

wer and over^ andjhakesoui his Focket-Book <m 

the- Floor; Lnrewell enters, taihH^up. 

s Lstri, .The old Rog^*« Pocket- BboIc-, this may be 

of uie. [jifide,'] O Lord^Sir Harrf% murdering the 

^pDor old Man ' 

Bmug^ O dear Madam, I was beaten in Jeft, *till I am 
murder'd in good Earneft. 

; Lure, Wdl, well ! I'll bring you off Senior: Frapez, 
Frapex* 

X . Smsig^ O /or Chatity's iake. Madam, Refcue. a poor 
Citissen. 

Lure. O yoa barbarous "Min t Hold, hold, Frafex 

fks rudemetU : Frapex* I wonder you are not afliamM, 

\Hplding Wild.] A poor reverend honeft Elder 

{Helps Smxk^. up,"] It makes me weep to fee him in 

^-dus Condition, poor Man f Now the Devil take you. 

Sit Harry for not beating him harder. Well, ray 

^iBear, you* ftiali com« at Night, and Til make you 

amends. 

1 S^ugt I will haice ^meods belbie I leave^the^ Place : 

Sir : How durft you ufe me thus ? 

f midi*Sixi {Here Sir J^mytaht Snuff. 

Smug. Sir, I fay, J will have Sati^aion. 

'Wild, With all rt^r Heart., {fhvws Smff in his Eyes. 

Smug. O Murder, filindnefs. Fire: O Madam, Ma- 
*4dain, getmeibme-Waterr W^tei;, Fire, Fi«e, Water. 
J l^xifwithUa^wtlU 

mJd^ 
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fTild. How pleafant is refentiDg an Injury without 
Pal&on i *Tb the Beauty of Revenge. 

'Lei Slate/men Plot, aitd muter Bujinifi greoni 
'Jliid fettling PuhlUk ^iH, bfe their evm. 
Let SoUieri driulge and fight fir Pay or Famti 
For, 'vahen lbefrf^»t, Itbink'tii. much the fame. 
Let Scholart vex their Braini •with MeoJ and Ten/*. T 
And, mad tuith Strength of Reafiiif FoolscomMeKe 
Lufaig their Witi in fearebing after Setife.i 
Ihiir ^OJamam^ODX-ia they mufi toil to gain i 
Jud, feeiing Pleajkre, ffend their Life in Pain. 
Imaki the moji of Life, no {bur mij^end; 
Pltafare'i tbi Miani, and Pieafure ii my End. 
No Sfleen, na Ttmible Jhali nf/ Tme dtftng. 
J-ife"! but a Span; FUiv'rj Inch enjej. .[Exit. 
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ACT. ni. 



S C E N E, f &? Slrfft. 



Eniir Stasdard anJ Vizard. 




STAHDARD. 

Bring him Word where ftie lodg'd .' I the 
civileA Rival ia the World [ 'tis impoifi- 



yix. I fliall urge it no further. Sir : I . 
I only thought. Sir, that my Charaflcr in 
night add Authority to my Words, without 
fo many Repetitions. 

Siiuid. Pardon me, "Dtsa fisutrd — Our Belief flfug- 
glea hard, be&ie it can be broi^ht to yield, to the DiT- 
advantage afwhat we love; 'tis fo great an Abufe ta 
our Judgment, that it muket the Faults of our Choice 
our own Failing. Bat what faid Sir Narr^? 

fix. He pitied the poor creduloiu CiTjoflel,' laugh'd 
heartily, flew away with aU the Raptuies of a Bride- 
groom, repeating thefe Lines : 



AUlfir^fi : 



t'lr COM fall hfr Lover'i Jcyt, 
an tabtt tubenitr-hir Seautj cUft. 



SimJ. A Uifirifi nitr tau paBl By all my Wrongs 
he whorei her 1 And I'jd made their Property. Venge- 
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ance ! Vizard^ you maft carry a Note from me to Sir 
Marry* 

Fix. Wh^t a Challenge ! I hope you don^c defigii to 
fi^htl 

Stand, What ! w^r the Livery of my King, and 
pocket an Affront ! ^twere an Abufe to Hb Sacred Maje- 
fty i a Soldier^s Sword, Vixard, IhouM ftart of it felf to 
redrefs its Mailer's Wrong: 

Fix. However, Sir, I thinly it not proper for me to 
carry any fuch Mefilige between Friends. 

Stand, I have neV a Servant here. Wh^t fhall I do ? 

Vis^ Thcre'§ Tm Errand^ the Porter that plies at the 
S^ue Bojf/, who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts y&f 
well i yovL may ibnd a Note by him. 

Stand, Here^ you Friend. 

Fiz. I have now fome Bufinefs, and muft take my 
Leave, I woqid advife you nererthelers a^inft this AP 
fair. 

Sti^d, No whifperlngnow, nor telling of Friends to 
picvent us. He that difappoints a Man of an honoumble 
Revenge, may love him feoliflily like a Wife, but never 
V^Iqe him as a Friend. 

n%. Nay, the Devil take hiiliihat parts yott»&yL 

Enter Porter running* 

Err, Did your Honour call a Porter ? 

Stand. Is your Name Tom Errand! 

Err. People call me fo, an*t like your Worfhij 

Stand, D'ye know Sir Harry Wiidair f 

Err. Ay, very well, Sirl He's one of my MaBers ; 
siany a round Half Crown have I had of his WoriUp : 
He's newly come home from France, Sir. 

Stand, Go to the next Coffee-Houfe, and wait for me. 
O Won^in, Woman, how bleil is Man, when &vour'd 
by your Smiles? and how accurft, when all thefe Smilea 
are found but wanton Baits, to footh us to Definition \ 

£ Ihm 
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Tiuf our chief yoys, nvith hafi Allays^ are curfi, 
Jkdflurieft Things^ nuben oiu€ cqrrupted^ nmrfl, [Exit 

Enter Wildair, and Clincher Semor following* 
' €li»,Jen. Sir, Sij^ Siir, having ibme Bui^ids of Im- 
jx>ranoe to conimunicatc to you, I would beg your At- 
iention to a trifling Al&ir that.I would impart to you. 

Wild, What is your trifling BuHnels of Importance, 
pngr fwtt:^ Sit) 

Clin, fen. Pray Sir, hxft the Roads deep between this 
vA Parbi, 
\ Wild, Why that Queftion, Sir ? 

CUn,fen, Becaufe^ I defign to go to the 7«^<*iSr/, Sir. 

I underfland that you ai^e a Traveller^ Sir ; there is an 

Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir, these is 

indeed. Sir— -—I fuppofc, Sir^^joa bought this Lace in 

Flanders. 

Wild, No, Sir, this Laot was made in Norwet^, 
Clin, fen, iVorw^,. Sir ! 
Wild, Yes Sir, of the Shavings of Deal-Boards. 
Clin, fen, That*s very &-ange now. Faith-— <—-Laoe 
made of the Shavings of Deal-Boards ; I Gad, Sir, you 
Travellers fee vtry Itrange Things Abroad, very incre- 
jdible Things abroad, Indeed. Well, Til have a Cravat 
jof that very fame X^ace before I come home. 

Wild, But, Sjr, what Preparations have you made for 
your Journey ? I 

Clin, fen, A Cafe of P^ket- Piftols for the Bravo's- 
imd a Swimming-Girdle. 
Wild, Whythefe^ Sir? 

Clin, fen, O Lord, Sir, I'll tcH you Suppofeusi 

Rome now 5 away goes I to fbme Ball for Til b« 

mighty Beau» Then as I faid, I go to fome Ball, 

^ome Bear-baiting, 'tis all one you know ^then comi 

fL, fine Italian Bona Roba, and plucks me by the Sleeve, 
Seignior Angle, Seignior Angle-^ — ^fhe's a very fine Lady^ 
^i^rve that— •— ^«^wr Angle, {siy% &iC,^^^Seigniora, 

f9Ly$ 



&ys I, sold trips after her to the Comer of a Street^ fup' 
poie-it Rufil^treet here,, or .any other Street; then yoif 
know I muft invite her to the Tavern, fcan do no lefs — ^ 
There up comes a Bravo ; the Italian gtoWs {^ucy, and f ' 
give him an Englijh Doufe of the Face.. I can box, Sir^ 
box tightiy, I was. a Prentice, Sir,- — ^but tKeto,- Sir, He* 
whips out his StiUetto, ahd I whips out my BuU Dog 
flaps him through, trips down Stairs, turns the Comer 
of Ruffel-itreet ^gaih, and whips me intt> the Amba(&dor*t 
Train, and there Fm as fafe as a Beau behind the Scenes. 

mid. Was your Piftel charg'd. Sit? 

Clin, fin. Only a Brace of Bulk^s, that^s all^. Sir,, I 
deiign to (hoot feven Italians a Week, Sir. 

^iU, Sir^ jToti won^thave Provocation.. 

Clin. fin. Provocation, Sif I Zauns, Sir, Tli kill any 
Man for treading apon my Cornsy and there will be a 
deviliih Throng of People th^re; they fay, that all the. 
Princes of Italy will be there* 

Wild, And all the Fops and Fidlers in Europt^^MX 
the Ufe ol* your Swiffliiuog*>Gird]e, pray Sir ? 

Clm,fim OLord, Sir,. that's eafy. Suypoie the. Ship 
caft away ; now, whtlft other fboiifh People are bnfy at 
their Prayers, I whip on my SwimmingrGirdle, clap a 
Month's Provifion into my Pockets^ and £iil me away, 
like an Bgg *in a Dock^s Belly-r-— AikI J^eark'ee, Sir» 
I kav6^a tieW^Brojedi in my Head* WhQiQ,d*y® think/ 
niy Swimming-Girdle ihali carry me upon thu Occa?^ 
fi^? nras at newiPwjea. 

WiU. Where, Sir? 

Clin, fin, TaCiinfig Ficchia, Faith «nd Trothf anj 
to hve t^e Charges of my Paflag^ ! Well, Sir» yo^ moil' 
pardon me now» I'm going to fee my Miflrefi. 

Wild, This Fellow's an acoompliih'd A(s before h« 
goes Abroad. Well ; this Js^tlica has got into myi 
Heart, and I can'( get her out of m/ Head. Imuftpa/ 
her t'otkcr Vifit. * 

Kz SCEN 
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SCENE Lady DarlingV Hou/e. 

♦ 

Angelica Jo&ts, 
Ag» T TNhappy State of Woman I wkoTe ctuef Vir« 
V»^ toe 18 kmt Oercinoiiy» suid ottr tnttdi boaft- 
•d Modefiy but a flavifli Reftiaint. Tlie firid Omfine* 
tnent on our Words Biakcs Ottr Tlioafhts ramUejnorei. 
and what pitftrvcs our outward Fame,, deftroys dor 

inward Quiet 'Tis liard that Love fl)oa*d be de- 

vfd the Privikg^ of Hatred ; ihat Scandal and Datrac* 
tion ihouM 1)e fo much induIgVi, yet Sacfed Love usA. 
Tiruth debarred our ConverfittioB. 

j^ff/iT Darling, Clincher /mi. irm/Dicfcy« 

Darl This it my Daughter, Coufin. . 
. Dick. Now» Cir, 9'einember yoor thvft 8eni|^. 

CBn. &aheti$^ AngJ Oiae, Twd, Thrte^ [Sifes htr,] 
. Your httnible Servant. Was not thAt rights Diti^ f 

Dick, Ay, Fal^^ 6ir> but why ddn*c yon fjpeak to 
Jner?> 

G//«. /»^. I beg yoor PaMlart* Dkfy. I know my. 
BiAancet «oa*d yon have tno ^mk to a:Ii«dy at tbe 
filftSigfcl. 

Dick. Ay, Sir, by aU Meansi. Oe.&ft Aii» is tlM 

C/in,j9t^. Now ibr a good Jeft/ to nidte hte kugh 
ll^ani^r^^^-^dy y^f/^ -^^Mm nl go give her a Kify. 

* ^&. Ti8 all to no pnrpdfe, I tdd you fo htbtt i. 
yeur pftiiFbl flte Guineas wffl n^vet do^-^-^^-You iMy 
jparch. Sir: ibr as &: as five Aundj:^ Rwuids wlii fjo 

rUiOuc-Wdyou. C//ff,. 
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CMm. jm. What tho Devil f the Madman's here' 
Again. 

DarL BIcfs mc, Coufin ? What d'ye mean? AfEront 
a Gentleman of his Quality in my Houfe? 

Clin. jwi. Quality I Why, Madam ! I don't knovir 
ivhat you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
your Quality.'— -They're all alike I believe. 

Darl. Trzyy Sir, walk with me into the next Room. 
Exit Darl. leading Clin. Dick folhrwr. 

Ang. Sir, if your Converfadon.be no more agreeable 
than 'twas the laft Time, I^uld advife you to make it 
as ihoFt as jpa can. . . 

Wild, The O&nces of my lafl Vifit, Madam, bore 
their Puniihment Ift' the Commiillon;* and have made 
me as uneal^K till 1 receive Pardon, as your Ladylhip 
can be. 'till I fue&rit. 

Jf^. Sir Harry, I did not well underfbnd the 
Ofibnce, and muft thtf efbre proportion it to the Great- 
neis of your Apology : If you* wou'd therefore have me 
think it lights take nogteat Pains in an Excuie. 

WUd, How fweet mufibe the Lips that guard that 
Tongue! then^Mada^, no more of paft Ofiences, let 
us prepare for Joys to come;, let this feal my Pardon* 
{^Kiffes her Hand.] And this [again^ initiate me to &!>> 
ther Hai^iaefs;. 

J»g. Hold, Sir,— *-one QueiUon, Six Harry, and 
pray aniwer mc plainly,' D'ye love me ? 

Wild, Lave you! Does Fire afcend ? Do Hypocrites 
difTemble ? Ufurers love Gold, or Great Men Flattery?- 
Doubt thefe, then queAion that I love< 

Jng. This ibews your Gallantry,. Sir, but not your 
Love. 

Wild. View your own Charms, Madam, then jiidge 
my Fafioni- youl* Beauty^ raviflies my Eye, your Voice 
my Ear, and your Touch has thrill'd my melting 
S(^<. 



^jv^. If your Wohls be ttat, Ms in your Po^V to 
iiife an eqinl Flame in me. 

»^ii/. Nay then 1 feia«-*— • 

^..Hold, Sir; *m aUb pdffiMe, To tiiak^ mie de- 
left and feoili yoo ivorfe than the moft profltjgate of 
your deceiving Set. 

fnU. Ha ! A 1r«ry odd Tarn thi». I hope, Madamj 
yoa only alleQ Anger, brcanib^ you laiow yoor Ftuwn^ 
ftie becoming. 

Ang. Sir Hapry^, yott briftg the l«ft Judge of your 
tmtL O^gni, can beft tmdei^nd utethet my At^ 
ihou*d be real or diflembled ; thmk wh«t MSt Ihiefij 
ftou*dbear, then judge of my Refentnients. 

^7^,StriaM<^j^fhon)dbear! Whf^ ^1^!^Uadam,, 
1? believe the firiaeft M>iejty may bear iilty Guineas^ 
and I donVbelieve *twill bear onefid'dking.mote. 

Uj. Whatd'»iean,Sfr? 

WiU, Nay» Madam ^ Wiiat do y«m meantif yoa go 
t^ that ? ' 1 diink now, .fifty Guineas is a veiy fine Ofliet 
Ji^,your ftriA Modejfy^ as you Call it. 

^. 'Tis moit charittd^le^ Sir Borryi to charge-the. 
Xiipeninence of a Man^f your Figure, oti hisdeftft in 

t^nderftanding, jhan on his want cHiMaimiN^ V ttt 

a&aid you*ie mad, Sir. 

Wild. Why, Madam, ^ yott*ie enough to make any 
Af^nniad.. S*death, Are not yon a ■ ■ 

Jng. Wliat, Sir? • 

Wild. Why, a Lady o f - ■■ ■ ■■ ftrift Mddeffy, if you 

vn\\ have it fo. 

Ang, I ihall never hereafter tnifi oommon Reporr, 
w(bich reprefented you. Sir, a Man of. Hoftonr, Wit ' 
and Breeding ; for I find you very deficient in.theto ttS. 

lExit. 
Wild, fiks. Nt>w I iittd that the ftrift Pretences ^ 
which the Ladies of Pieafbre make to ^n{k Modefiy, is 
tl^e Reafo^ ^vhy thofe of .QuaUty are aiham'd to wear it. . 

Ei^tir. 
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Entir Vizard. 

f1%. .AK Sir HMffj^ Hkwl caaghr you ?. WcU^ And 
«^hftt Siiccds ? 

/f?/^. Sucodfs f '^tis a Ihame for you young Fellows iit« 

^ Town here, to let the Weaches grow fo faucy : I of^.- 

ftfM hir fifty Ovtoeai, «iM Ifae w^ ikhs^ Airt jpl«»^ 

fisndy. I coa'd have twt» OoHntiUcs in P4W# fi^ Half 

the Money, and jTe^vms nmercie into the Bargain. 

Vi%. Gone in her Abs, (ay you .'i^d did not yoa^ 
follow her ? 
' mid. Whither IfaouU rfblfdw h^r?^ 

Viz, Into her Btd-Chsimfaer, Kfaft. She nHeitt <Hil 
purpoie. You a Matt of Galbi^> and hot underiiand , 
that a Lady*S hA {>le^&M when fiilg ftttis on h^ Afrs^ i^s 
you call it. 

W^tU: She talkM fi> me of ftrift Mddefty, and Stuff. 

Fiz. Certainly moft Womeii magnify tfadr Modtfty, . 
lor the fame Reafoii that Cdwaida hcASt th<*h- Obnra^^. 
becaufe they have leaft on^t CoiAe^ C6me, tit Mafrjf, 
when you make ydUt next Adkult, , encourage youir 
^irits with brisk kur^m^i if you ^octsfeed, ^Cfs well ; 
if not, you have a &ir £xcafe for your Rudenefi. FH 

gp in, and. make youii Peace fc^ whatVpaft. Ohfl 

had almoft forgot •— Cbll. StohMti Wants to Qieak- 

with you about i^e Bckftiefs. 

Wild, m wait . uf)on him ptftatly ,- D'yt knovr^^ 

where he may be found ? 

^r%. In the^Piazza of Qmimu Garden, about an Hour " 
hend, I promised to fee him^ and there you may meet 
him ; to have your Throat cut. [^fide."] PIT go in and 
imeitede fo( yon. 

mid. But no foul Play with the Lady> yizard^ 

Viz. No fidr Play, I caa affire yoo. X^xlt. 
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SC E N E /i&r StriH hrfwi Lurewdl^f L^p^^i^s- 
CKnch. Sen. and Lurewdl Cofuefing in the BaU 
cony. 

< ■ 

Enter Standzrd. 

Sr«tt/.TJ OW weak is Reaibn in Difputes of Love ? 
•*■•*• That daring, Reaibn which fo oft pretends 
to qneftion Works of high Omnipotence,, yet- poorly 
truckles to our weakeft Pafljons, and yields implicit 
Faith to foolifli Love^ payings blind Zeal to ^ithlefs 
Woman*s Eyes. I've heard her Falihood with fuch 
prcfling Pfoofs^ that I no longer, fhou'd diftruft it. Yet 
itill my Love wou*d bsifile Demonfiration, and make 
Impofiibilities kem probable. ILcoh ufX Ha!' that 

Fooltooi What? ftoopfolow-as that Animal ^TTis 

true, Women once hlVn, like Cowards in DefpaJr, will 
ftick at nothing ; there's no Medium in their Adb'ons : 
They muft be bright as Angels, or black as Fiends-. 
But now for my Revenge, I'll kick her Cully before 
iier Face, call her a Whore,. Curfe the whole Sex, and 
fo leave her. [Goes /a. 

Lureweir comes dimon nvifh' Clincher, ^e Scene changes 

to a Dining' Room, 

Lure. O Lord, Sir, 'tis my Hufband : What will be- 
come of.you?' : .; 

Clin, Eh ; your Hufband'f Oh, I (hall be rouider'd : 
Whatfhallldo?. whereflialllrun? I'll xre^ iota an 
Oven; I'll climb up the Chimney j I'lifly; I'll fwimj. 

^^ — ^I wifli ta the Lord I wae. at the Jubilee now 

Lurci^ 
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Lmre, Ctn'i yob thiAk of th^ TKing» Sir ? 

SfUtr Tom Brmad. 
What do yw waAt, Sir? ' 

■ Erra^ Madaiti^ I an looking for Sir Harry WHdmr \ % 
iaw him come here this MomiAg} and did iibagiiie he- 
nught \k here ftill. 

lAtn. A lucky Hit ! Heiv, Friejid, th^{^ Qoldu 
with this Gentldnaii, Quickly: Strip. 

CUn. Ay, ay, qoiekly ftrif : Til give you half ar 
Crown, Come here : So. [7if)» change Cbatbs. 

Luri, Now ffip y'oD, [to Clinch,'] dowh Sc^rsi atad 
wait at the Door till my Hufband be gone i -and get you 
ia there [to the P9tUr] till I call you. 

IPMts EmuA. ikt9 ihi m^t R^m. 
Enar Standard. 

Ohv Si^l Art y&Bt eomt? I wdndta-, Sir, how .ymk 
have the Confidence to approach, am. after, fi) bafe. a 
Trick- ' 

'Suitid. O^ Mndifb! dl faH Aitifices ^A^t pre*^ 
iraii. 

. litrt^^Nuf^^ ywt AiWioes MIfi atail 1 1 thought, 
Sir> that I gave ^oa' Caution entnigh a j;aiilft tr6ablifog 
me with 9aHwfy^f%i(iaifh Gompanyt whea 1 fentthls 
LdCKff bockby fou: Ybt^youi ibrfbbth, aofuft tril 
wtere I'io^% ^»d«i(|iofe.«i» again to. his 
Courtihip. 

Stand, I expofe you to his Courtihip ! 

Litri, VWkf AflMb >ou1l<Ainy it IMMv: Come» 
cteiB^ Sir,, a fttifbi;£atf it adfemdal6as to a Red-Gsat, 
as an Oath to a Black. Did mtt Sir Harf) himftlf tatt^ 
TOt^ thnt M ibuad out by yofa wlhete I hidg*d ? 

Shmd. VonVe all Lies: Fkifc, your Heart isfidft^ your 
Eyes are double; ohe loixk belies Another: And then^ 
ybiBLt Tongue dM omnuUft them all^^--*^ada«» I 
V9t aiitltlec Devfl jufi now hamamiltg oat a Lie in your 
Pferkmniun. . . . , . 

Litre. 
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Lure. Ab^ I hope fer Meity/ W* iti die nghron^e. - 
[Jfide.'] Hold» Sir^ yov liave got the Play-Hoafe Cant 
vpon your Tongue; and think diat Wit may privilege 
ytxlr Railing: But i niuft tell you. Sir, that what is Sa- 
tyr upon the Stage, is ill Manners here. 

Starnl, What is feigned upon the Stage, is here in 

Reality real FaUiood. Yes, yes, Madam 1 exposed 

you to the Courtfhip of your Fool Cliftcher too ? I hope 
yt)ur Fensale Wiles will impofe that upon me a 

ft 

' Lure, CUncher! Nay,' now yoa*re ilark Mad. I 

know no foch Per&m 

Stand, O Woman in Petfedlaon i not know him! 'Sliie^. 
Madam, can my Eyes,, my. pieiting jealous Eyes be {q 
deluded ? Nay, Madam^ my NofeF couM not miilake 
htm ; ibr I fmelt the Fop, by his Pnlvillo^ from the 
Balcony down to the Street. 

Lure. The Balcony I Ha, ha, ha, the Balcony ! 1*11 
be hangM-but hehas mifiaken ^r'Harfy Jf^dmrh Foot- 
man, with a new French Livery, for a Bean. 

Sfaud. SMeath, :Afo^Am, Whatb thie^ inrmt that 
looks like a Cully ? Did not I lee him ? 

Lure, No, no; you cou*d not ice him: You're 
dreaming Colonel: Will you bdieve yoor Eyes, nQfw» 
that I have rubbed ttjcmopen i'.j un ^ " j Hefet yos^ 
Friend. 

, . :£ff/rr Erran^m Clin^erVC&aif^/;/l ,. . 

Sfemd. This is lUiifion adlc my^fu don^re agMiA'> 
themlelves. 'Tis Legerdemain. 

Lure, Legerdemain! Iib tbtt all* your «Adcnow]e4g- : 
ment' for yoor rude Behaviour ?^*-«— Oh,) What a Curie 
is it to love as Idal ■ ■ bat don't preiomo too far,' 
Sff, on my Aiedlion ; For fuch ongeocrbus . Ufag? will 
foon return my tir'd Heart**— i— Be gone. Sir, [to Jbe 
Porter'] to your impertinent Mailer, and ^ell hinu I 
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fliall never be at Ldfure to receive imj of his troublefoine 
Viiits— -Send to jne to know when I ihoa*d be at 

Home! ^Be gone. Sir t ■ I am ioie he has made 

-tne an unfrrtnnate Woman. [fTeeps. 

Sfand* 'Siiy, then there is no Certainty in Nature 1 
':and Tnith is only Falfiiood well difguisM. 

Lure, Sir, had not I ownM 017 fond fboliih Paffion, I 
ihoii'd net have been fubjeA to foch onji^ Sufpicions ; 
but 'tis an ungrateful Return. IfTfefing. 

Stand, Now vi^iere are all my finn Refolves? I will 
i)elieve her juft. My Paiiion raised my Jealoufy ; thm 
why mayn't Love be blind in finding Faults^ zi in ex* 

cufing them? 1 hope, Madam^ yoa*il pardon me, 

fittoe Jealoufy, that magnify'd my Sufpicion, is as mnch 
the Effea of Love, as my Eafinefs in being (atisfyU 

lure. Eafinefs in being iatisfy'd f You Men have got 
an inlblent Way of extorting Pardon, by perfiiing in 
your Faults. No, no. Sir; cheriih your Sufpicions, 
and feed upon your Jodonfy: *Tis fit Meat for your • 
-fqueamiih Stomach. 4 

Witb Men all Wommfiok^d this Rtik furfiu ; 
Who thinks usfalft^ Jbw^d ne'verfad us true, 

[Exit in a Rage. 

EnHr CSiiJcher m the Forters Clmtbs. 
CUit. WeU! Intriguing is the pr^tiell pleafanteft 

Thing for a Man of my Parts : :How (hall we laugh 

at the Hufband when he is gone ? How fillily he 

looks! He's in labour of Horns already, to make 

a Ctolonel a Cuckold ! 'Twill be rare News for the Alder- 

nan. [^M- 

Stand. An this Sir Harry has occafion'd i but he's 

brave, and will afiopd me juft Revenge— O! this 

is the Porter I fent the Challenge by : Weil, Sir, 

tlave you found him I 

Clinch^ 



^ The CoHiTANT CoVPtE : Or^ 

^/r/^ Hare yoH givf^. Sii? ^^r^cr liiQ Note, Fdlcmr ? 

Ca». Tkf Noli.' What Note? 

5/^^. The Letter, Blod^M^^ whidi I ftftt by yfla 
ID Sir «frr» HPi/^/f? H^v? yt^ ft$tt.lw^ 

C/i)ifi&. O Lprd^ Wh^ £^\\ I fay now? Swi himl 
Yes Sir— ^t-Nq Sir— -rl Ijave Sir i J l^vp not Sir, 

«ah, or 111 break your Hqf4. . 

din, I knov Sir Hurry v§ry w^ SLri bat as to the 
Note, 1 ca»'t rei|aemh?r ^ W^fd op'! : T?mth i$, I \^^% 
« v^y ba4 Mpo|wy- 

i5jI9«/* P 8ir> r U qnjij^keii your l^fmoiy . [^/rii^/ ;&»«. 

Ciin. Z^uBs, Sic, hflWi — r-I did giyc hiai the Not*, 

Siiand. And whitt Aafwer? 

€iin. I mr^n. Sir, I did no> gjyf him th^ Nole. 

Stand* What, cl'ye banter, Raftalf [^/rii^i himagm^. 

Clin. Ilold, S|r>. ^; i^e did%d an Anfyfutf. 

$/W' WhatwfUi't, Vill^? 

Clin. Why truly. Sir, I have fotgpt it: f told yon 
tbat I had a very treacherous Memory. 

Stand. rUettgage yc^ Ihadl remember me thia Month, 
Raical. IBeats him of, an^Exk. 

Enter Lurewell and Parly. 

Luri. FffrtBoon, /orthoon, firtbomi this is better than ' 
lexpede^: but Fortime ^ hdp9 the indiiflxioqs. 

Bntir Clincher. 

Clin, Ah ! The Devil take all Intriguing, fay I, and 
him who firft invented Canes ;i That curs*d Colonel 
has got fuch a Knack of beating his Men, that he has 
left the Mark of a Collar of Baqdileers about lay 
Shoulders. 

Lure. O my poor Gentleman f And was it beaten ? 

I Clin. 
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Clin. Yes, I have been beaten: Bat whereas my 
Cloaths, my Cloaths? 

Lure, What, you won't leave me b {oon, my Dear^ 
win ye? 

C/in. Will ye? If ever I peep into a Coloners Tent 

again, may I be forced to run the Gauntlet: But 

my deaths. Madam. 

Lure» I fent the Porter down Stairs wjth them: Did 
act you meet him I 

Clin, Meet him ! No, not I. 

Parf, No ? He went out st the Back-door^ and is run 
clear away I*m afiaid. 

CUn. Gone, fay you ( And witk ay Cloaths? My 
Fine Jubilee Cloaths ? O, the Rogue, the Thief i— I'll 
have him hang'd for Muider :-^But how ihall I get 
home in this Pickie ^ 

Pari. I'm a^id. Sir, the Cblond will be back ftt* 
&ntly ; for he dines at home. 

Clin. Oh, then I muft fneak off! Was ever Man fa 
managed, to have his Coat well thralh'd, and loje his 
Coat too ? lExit. 

Lure. Thus the noble Poet fpoke Truth : 

Nothing Jidts nmrje wit if Fiet^ than want rfSenftt 
Fools are ftill *wicked at their trvon Expence* 

Pari. Methinks, Madam, the Injuries you have (uH 
fercd by Men muft be very great, to raife fach heavy 
Kefentmends againft the whole Sex. * 

Lure. The greateH: Injury that Woman oon'd fuHain ; 
They robb'd me of that Jewel, which preferv'd, exalts 
oar Sex almoft to Angels : But deftroy'd, debafes us be- 
low the worft of Brutes, Mankind. 

ParL But I think. Madam, yom* Anger Ihoa'd ^ 
only confin'd to the Author of yoor Wrongs 

F tur$. 
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Lure, The Author ! Alas, I know him not, which 
makes my Wrongs the greater. 

Pari, Not know him f 'Tie odd, Madam, that a Man 
{hou*d fob you of that fame Jewel you mention'd, and 
you not know him. 

tun. licave trifling i^-- ^"Tis a Subjea that always 

fours my Tcxppcir » *>"' fince by thy feithful Service I 
J^ve feme Reafon to confide in your Secrefy : Hear the 

ftrange Relation Some twelve, twelve Years ago I 

liv'd at my Father's Houfe in Oxfordjhire^ bleft widi 
Jnnocenpe, the ornamental, but weak Guard of bloom- 
ing Beauty : I was then juft Fifteen, an Age oft fatal to 
the female Sex : Oujr Vbuth is tempting, our Innocence 
credulous, Romanoes moving. Love powerful, and Men 

^re Villains. Then it happen'd, that three young 

Gentlemen from the Univerfity coming into the Coun- 
try, and being benighted, and Strangers, call'datmy Fa. 
ther's : He was very glad of their Company, and offer- 
ed them the Entertainment of his 'Houfe. 

Pfftl Which they aciDcptcd, no donbt : Oh ! Thefc 
fJrolHng Collegians are never Abroad, but upon fome 

Mirdiief. 

Lure, They had fome private Frolick or Defiga in 
their Heads, as appeared by their not naming one an- 
other ; which, my Father perceiving, out of Civility, 
made no Enquiry into their Affairs : Two of them had 
ajieavy, pedantick, Univerfity Air, a fort ofdifigree- 
ab!e fchoMick Boorifhnefs in their Behaviour : But the 

Third ! 

?arl. Ay! The Third, Madam, the Third of all 

Things they fay is very critical. 

' Lure, He was biit in fhort. Nature cut hij» oat 

for my undoing ; he feem'd to be about Eigh- 

teen. 
' ?arl A fit Match for your Fifteien ^s <?)u'd bci 
Lure. He had a genteel Sweetoefs in his Face, a 

grace* 
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gracefbl Comelinefs in his Perfon, and his Tongae was 
fit to footh foft Innocence to Ruin : His very Looks were 
witty, and his expreifive Eyes ibfter, prettier Things 
than Words cou'd frame. 

Pari There will be MKchief by and by ; I never 
lieard a Woman talk fo much of Eyes, but there were 
Tears prefi^ntly after. 

Lure, His Difcourfe was directed to my Father, but 
his Looks to me. After Supper I went to my Chamber^ 
and read Cafandray then went to Bed, and dreamt of 
him all Night i rofe in the Morning, and made Verf^s ; 
fa fell defperately in Lo ve my Father was fo pleas'd 
with his Converfation, that he begg'd their Company 
next Day ; they confented, and next night. Parly « 

ParL Ay, next Night, Madam, next Night 

[Vm afraid) was a Night indeed. 

Luri. He biib'd my Maid, with his Gold, out of her 
Honefty ; and me, with his Rhetorick, out of my Ho* 

noox ^ihe admitted him to my Chamber, and there 

he vow*d, and fwore,. and wept, and figh*d >* and 
conquered. [IFceps. 

ParL Ahck-a-day, poor Fifteen! {Weeps. 

Lure. He fwore that he woaM come down bom Ox* 
firdin a Fortnight, and marry me. 

ParL The old Bait f The old Bait 1 was cheated 

joil fo my felf [AfideJ] But had not you the Wit to 
know his Name all this while? 
' Lure, Alas? What Wk had Innocence like mine ? He 
told me that he was under an Obligation to his Compa- 
nions of ooncealing himielf then, but that he wou*d 
write to me in two Days, and let me know his Nan|e 
and Quality. After all the binding Oaths of Conflancy, 
joyning Hands, exchanging Hearts, I gave him a Ring, 
with .this Motto, Lo^e and Howur; then we parted ; but 
I never faw the Dear Deceiver more. 

Pari, No, jior never will* I warrant you. 

F z Lure^ 
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Lure. 1 need not tell my Gricft, whfch my Fa- 
ther's Death made a fair Pretence for i he left me ibk 
Heirefs and Executrix to three thoafand Pounds a 
Year; at laft my Love ibr this Angle Difibnbler, 
ton'd to a Hatred of the whole Sex, and rcfolvkg 
to divert my Melancholy, and make my large For- 
tunc fubfervicnt to my Pleafure and Revenge^ I went 
*> travel, where, in moft Couts of Eurcpgy I have 
done {cmt Execution ; Here I will play my huft Scene; 
then retire to my Country- Hoofe, liv« fi^tary, and 
dip a Penitent. 

Par. But don*t you iUll love this dear Di£fembler ? 

Luri. Moil certainly : ^Tis Love of him that keeps 
my Anger warm, reprdenting the Bafenefi of Mankind 

feu in View i and makes my Refentments work ^We 

ihall have that old impotent Lecher SmuggUr here to 
Night : I have a Plot to fwinge him, and his preciie 
Nephew Ttxard. 

Par. I think. Madam, yon manage every Body dut 
comes 19 your way. 

Lure. No, Parly; Thofe Men, whofe Pretenfions I 
found jufl and honoin^ble, I &irly difmifs'd, by ktdog 
them know my firm Refblutioss never to marry. But 
thofe Villains that wouM attempt my Honom', l*r% iel* 
dom failM to manage. 

Par. What d'ye think of tie Cdonel, Madam ? I 
fUppofe his Defigns are honourable. 

Lttre. That Man^s a Riddle ; there's Jbmething of 
Honour in his Temper that pleaies : Pm Aire he lo?^ 
me. too, becaufe he*s ioon jealous, and foon fatis- 

fy'd : But he's a Man ftiH. When I once tiyM 

his Palfe about Marriage, his Blood ran as low as a 
Coward's : He fwoie indeed that he lov*d me, but 
cott'd not jnariy me, feriboth, becaufe he was en' 
gag'd elfewhere. So poor a Pretence made me diiBaiii 
hh Faffion, which otherwiie might haw. been uneafy 

CO 
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to me But hang him, I have teizM him enough : 

Befides, Parfy, I begin to be tir'd of my Re- 

venge ; Bat this Bufs and Guinea I muft maul 

once more : . TU hsuifel his Woman's Cloaths for 
him. Goj get me Pen and Ink ; I muft writr to 
Vixard too. 

Fortune^ this once ajjtfi me, as before ^ 

Tiuojiub Machines can never ijuori in vain. 

As thy propitiws Wheel, and nrf frejeHing Brain^ 



The End of the Third JCT. 
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A C T IV. 

SCENE Covent -Garden. ' 

Wildair end Standard Meeting. 

STANDARD. 
•jlThought, Sir Harry, to have met^oa e're 
^^_^ 'J tltisinamoreconvcnietit Phceibatfince 
i-U^^ my Wrongs wete without Ceremony, my 
I Revenge fliall be fo too. Draw, Sir. 
WiU. Draw, Sir I What Ihall I draw \ 
Sttmi. Come, come. Sir; I like your facetious Hn- 
monr well enouj^ : it fiiews Courage and Unconcern : 
I know you brave; and theicfbre uTe you thus. Dravi 
yeur Siverti. 

WiU. Nay, to oblige yen X will draw : but the Devil 

take me if I fight Perhaps, Cokinel, this is the 

pretdeil Blade you have feen. 

Stand. Idoubtnot but the Arm isgood; and there- 
fere think both worth my Refentment. Cotne, Sic. 

IfiU. But, prithee Colonel, doft think that I am fuch 
a Madman as to fend my Soul to the Devil, and my 
Body to the Worms, upon every Fool's Errand i 
Stand. I hope you're no Coward, Sir. 
Wild. Coward, Sir i I have eight thoufand Pounds a 
Year, Sir. 
Sttimt, Yon fought in Fbmkri to my Knowledge. 



Wild. Ay 9 fdf the fame ^eaicm that I wore a 'iM^ 
Coat, becaufe *twas faihionabk* ^ 

Sfauti, Sir, youibught a French Count in Paris. tLr- 

WtU. True, Sir; He was a Beau, Kkp xnyfelf : Now 
youVe a Sddier, Cdlonel, and Fighting's your Tiade ; 
and I think it downright Madnefi to conistkl with any 
Man in his Profefion. 

Stand. Come, Sir, no more dallying : I fhall take 
very unieemly Methods if you don't fiiew yonr felf a. 
Gentleman. 

Wild. A Gentleman i Why tho« again now. A Gen*^ 
tleman f I tell you once more. Colonel, that I am a Bait>i-: 
net, and have eight thouiand Pounds a Year. lean dance, 
fing, ride, fence, underibind the Languages. Now I can*t 
conceive how running you through the Body fliou'd cOn. 
tribute one jot more to my Gentility. But pray Coknel, 
I had forgot to aik you, What*« die Quarrd ? 
' Stand. A Woman, Sir. 

TPild. Then I put up my Sword. Take her. 

Stand. Sir, my Honour's concerned. ^ 

Wild, Nay, if your Honour he concemM with a Wo^ 
man, get it dot of her Hands as foon as you can. Aq 
honourable Lover is the greateft Slave in Nature; feme 
will £BLy^ the greateft Pool. Come, come. Colonel, this 
is fomething about the Lady Lurtviell^ I warrant; I can 
give you Satis&ftion in that Afiair. 

Stand, Do (b then immediately. 

Wild. Put up your Sword firft : You know I dare 
ight, but I had much rather make you a Friend than 
an Enemy. I can affure you this Lady will prove too 
liaid ' fi>r one of your Temper. You have too much 
Honoor» too much in Coofdenoey $o be a. Favourite 
with the Ladies. 

Stand. I ani afiiuM, Sir, fhe never gave you any En- 
<XMiragement— <-*-* 

WUd. A^Manom never hear Realbn with a Swoni 
. z in 
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* ^^ ^fa«qd. Sheath your Weapon j and then if I don't 
^,^f yooflicath it in my Body. 
^^l/. Gil^ me but Demonibation of her granting 
you aJ)r Fwpoi* and'tiB enough. 

m/4. Will yon take my Word ? 

Siaml. Pardon me, Sir^ I cannot. 

fn/J, Will you believe your own Eyes ? 
' Btami, *Tis ten to one whether I ihall or no : They 
have deceivM me already. 

mid. That's hard ^But fome means I ihall devife 

lor your SatisfadUon.-^— — We muft fiy this Plade, die 

diat duller of Mob will overwhelm us. lExnmt. 

Enter Mot, Tom ErrandV fTife hurrying in Clindier 

Senior in ErrandV CUaths. 

Wife. O, the Villain^ the Rogue, he has murder'd 
my Hufband : Ah, my poor Timothy. [Ctying. 

Clin. Dem your Timothy : — ^Your Husband has mur- 
dcr'd me, Woman : For he has carry'd away my fine 
Jiibilce Cloaths. 

Wife. Ah, you Cot-Throat f Have you not got his 
Cloaths upon your Back there .'-—Neighbours, Don't 
you know poor Timothy $ Coat and Apron? 

Moh, Ay, ay ! 'Tis the feme ! 

FtrftMob. What ihall we do with him, Ndghbonr* ? 

Second Mob. We'll pull him in pieces. 

Firft Moh. No, no J then we may be hang'd for 
Murder ; but we'll drown him. 

Clin. Ah, good People, pray don't drown me ; for I 
never learnt to fwim iti all tay Life. Ah, this plaguy 
Intriguing! 

Moh. Away with him, away with him to the Thames^ 

din. Oh, if I had but my Swimming-Girdk now. 

Enter Confiah/e. 

Conft. Hold, Neighbours, I command the P^ace. 

Wife. O ! Mr. Conftable, here's a Rogue that hasmor^ 
iier'dmy Hufband, androbb'dhimrf his Cloaths. . 
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Coj^. Murder and Robbery ! ThenbemiiftbeaGen* 
tleman. Hands ofF there, he mufl not be abus'd. — ^-^ 
Give an Account of your felf : Are you a Gentlxnam f 

C&a, No, Sir, I am a Beau. 

Canfi. Then you have kilPd no body, Vm peHuadecL 
How came you by theie Cloaths, Sir f 

Cftn. You muft know, Sir, that walking along. Sir, 
I don*t know how. Sir; I can't tell where, Sir; and— • 
io the Porter and I changM Cloaths, Sir. 

Conft. Very well, the Man fpeaks Reafon^ and like 
a Gentleman. 

Wife. ButprayMr.Conftabk, aik him how he changed 
Cloaths with him. 

Confi, Silence, Woman^ and don^t difturb the Coortf 
Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths ? 

Clin. Why, Sir, he puU'd oflf my Coat^ and I drew 
off his ; fo I put on his Goat, and he pm on mine. 

Conft, Why Neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty « 
Search him ; and if he carries no Anns about hini, well 

kt him go- ' 

\^e^fearch his Pockets ^ and fidljout his Fiftob*. 

Clin, O Gemini! Uf Jubilee Pilbls, ' 

Confi. What, a Cafe of Piibls?. Then the Cafe is 
plain. Speak, what are you, Sir I whence come you, 
and whither go youi 

Clin. Sir, I came from Ruffel-Streety and am going- 
tfr the Jubilee: 

Wife, You ihall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 

Conft, Awsiy with him, away with him to Newgati 
flrsit. 

C/in^ I ihall go to the Jubilee now indeed. {Exiknt* 

Re-enter Wildair oi^ Standard. 

mid. Infiiort, Colonel, 'tis all Nonfeni^ ; Fight f)r 
a Woman ! Hard by is the Lady's Houfe; if you pleaie/ 
we'll wait on her together : You ihall draw your Sword i 

m 
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rU draw my SnalT-fiox : You (hall produce ydnr Woun& 

wcciv'd in War ; I'll relate mine by Cupids Dart : 

You flull look big; Til ogle : ^You (hall fwear; III 

figh : You fhall /a /a, and I'll conge ; And if ihe 

flies not to my Arms, like a Hawk to its Perch, my 
Dancing-Mafter deferves to be damn'd. 

Stand. With the generality of Wotocn, I grant you, 
thefe Arts diay prevail. 

fn/d. Generality of Women ! Why there again you're- 
out. They're all alike. Sir ; I never heard of any one 
that was particular, but one. 

Stand. Who was ihe pray ? 

fnid. Fenelope^ I think (he's callM; and that's a Po- 
etical Story too. When will you find a Poet in our Age 
make a Woman io chaile ? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry ^ your facetious Humour can 
difguiie Fal&ood, and make Calunmy pafs for Satyr : 
$nt you have promis'd me ocular Demonftration that 
ihe &vours you : Make that good> and 1 fliaU then main- 
tain Faith and Female to be asinconfiflent as Truth and 
IUfhot)d. 

Wild. Nay, hy what youiiaw told me, I am fatisfy*d 
flie impofes on us all: And Fiscard too items what I ftill 
fufpeded him : But his Honeiiy once miftruiled, fpoils 
his Knavery ; ■■ B ut will you be convinc'd if our PIot> 
fiioceeds ? 

Stand. I rdy on your Word and Honour, Sir Hany ; 
which, if I doubted, my Diilruil wouM cancel the Ob- 
ligation of their Security. 

fn/d. Then meet me half an Hour hence at the Rum^ 
$ner: You muft oblige me by taking a hearQr Glafs with 
me toward the fitting me out for a certain Projed, -which 
this Night I undertake. ' 

Stand. 1 gueis by the Preparation, that Woman's the 
Defign. 
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H^ilJ. Yer, Faith, 1 am taken dangeroufly ill with 

two foo1i(h Maladies, Moddky and Love ; the firft Til cure 
with Burgundy, and my Love, by a Night's Lodging 
with the Damfel. A fure Remedy. Frobatum eft. 

Stand, ril certainly meet yoH, Sir. [Exeunt feverally^ 

Enter Clincher Junior and Dicky. 

Clin. Ah ! Dicfyf this London is a fad Place, a fad 
vicious Place : I wifh that I were in the Country again : 
And this Brother of mine! Pm -forry he's ib great a 
Kake : I had rather fee him dead, than fee him thus. 

Dick. Ah, Sir ; He'll fpend his whole Eftate at this 
fame Jubilee. Who d^ye think lives at this fame Ju- 
bilee f 

Clin. Who, pray ? 

Dick. The Pope. 

CUn. The Devil he does ! My Brother go to the Place 
where the Pope dwells ! He's bewitch'd fure. 

Enter Tom Errand in Clincher Senior'/ Ckaths. 

Dick. Indeed I believe he is, for he's fh-angely al- 
ter'd. 

CUn, Altered! Why he looks like a Jefuit already. 

Err. This Lace will fell. What a Blockhead was the 
Fellow to truil me with his Coat ! If I can get crofs the 
Garden, down to the Water-fide, I'm pretty fecure. 

[Afide. 

Clin. Brother! Alaw ! O Gemini! Are you my 

Brother ? 

Dick. I feize you in the King's Name, Sir. 

Err. OLord, fhou'd this prove fome Parliament-Man 
now! 

Clin. Speak, you Rogue, What are you ? 

Erra. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand. 

Difk. What Errand ? Speak you Rogue. 

Errd. A Fool's Etrand^ I'm afraid.' 

Clin, 
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CSn* Whoicntyou? 

Erra. A Bcao, Sir. 

Dick. No^ no, the Rogue has marder*d your Brother, 
and ftript him of his Cloaths. 

Clm. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimim! O my poor 

Jabilee Brother f Stay, by Jufiur AmmoHy I'm 

Heir tho* : Speak, Sirrah, Have you killed him ? Confefi 
that yoa have kiiPd him, and Til give you Half a 
Crown^ ^ 

• Erra, Who Ij Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kiU'd 
any Man, but a Carrier's Horfe once. 

C^ff . Then you fhall certainly be hang*d. But confefs 
that you kiilM him, and we'll Itt you go. 

Erra. Telling the Truth hangs a Man, butconfeffing 
a Lie can do no harm ; befides, if the worft comes to 
the worft, I can but deny it again.— Well, Sir, fince 
1 muft tell you, I did kill him. 

Clin, Hei-e's your Money, Sit,— But are you furc 
you ktird him dead. 
. Erra, Sir, I'll fwear it before any Jqdge in Ef^kmd, 

Dick* But are you fure that he*s Dead in Lafw? 

Erra, Dead in Law! I can't tell whether he be Deai 
in Law : But he's as dead as a Door Niall ;fbr I gave 
him feven Knocks on the Head with a Hammer. 

Dick, Then you have the Eftate by the Statute. Any 
Man thatfs knock'd o'th' Head is Dead in La'w. 

CHn, But are you fure he was Compos Mentis when he 
iK^s killM. 

Erra, I fnppofe he was, Sjr, for he told me nothing 
to the contrary afterwards. 

Clin, .Hey ! then I go to the 7«i/7f#—— Strip, 

Sir, ftrip. By Jupiter Ammon ftrip. 

Dick. Ah! don*t {Wear, Sir. 

[Puts tm his Brother^s C&atti^ 

Clin. Swear, Sirj Zoens, han't I got theEftate, Sir? 
Come, Sir, now Vm in MounuDg for my Brother. 

Erra* 
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£rra, I hope you'll let roe go now. Sir.- ■■■ ' - ^ 

C/r». Yes, yes, Sir, but you mufl firft do -roc the* 
Favour to fwear poficively before a Magiftrate, that ypH 
kiird him dead, that I may enter upon the Efbte witb-^ 
out ^ny Trouble. By JnfiHr Ammm all my Religion^ 

gone, finoe I put on theie fine Cloaths Hef ,- call me 

a Coach fbmebody. 

Erra, Ay, Mailer; let me go, and .FU call o|ie 
immediately. 

Clin, No, ao, Dkhy^ cany ilus Sparl; before a 
Juflice, and when he has made Oath, you may discharge 
him. And ril go fee Angelica, f^Exeunr Dick, and 
Errand.] Now that Fm an elder Brother, FIl court, 
and fwear, and rant, and rake, and go to the JubtUe 
with the bed of them« iExit. 




SCENE Lureweir^ HOUSE. 

Enter Lurewell atid Parly. 

Lure. A ^ ^ y^" ^°^ ^^^ Vixari had my Letter ? 

-*^ Farl. Yes, yes. Madam, one 6f your Lady- 
ihlp*s Footmen g^ve it. to him in the Park, and^he told 
the Bearer, with all Tran(pQrt»^Qf Joy, that he wou'd be 
pundual to a Minute. . 

t^re, Thi^s moft Villains, fome time or other, are 
pundiual to their Ruin ; and Hypocrify, by impofing 
on the World, at laft deceives: it feIC Are all Things 
prepared for his Reception? ; . -r 

: FarU Exadly to your Ladyfliip's Order, the Alder- 
nian'tOQ is ju^co^ie,: drefs*d and cook*d up for Ini- . 

Lure. Then he has got Woman's Cloaths on. 

. \ G ?^L 
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PafL Yies, Madam« and Jias pafi'd apon Ae FamSy 
fivToor Narfe. 

jLvrf . 'Convey liim into that CloTet, and put oat the 
Oodles, and tell him. Til wait on hun prefently. 

XJi Vzxly goes to pa out the Candle fimebodf hmeh. 

ture. This moft be fomeQown without Manners, or 
« Gentleman above Ceremony. Who*s theve i 

mid. Sings. 

Thti Damon InocFdat Celia*/ Deor^ 
Hejigh% anihe£di andiuept^ and fiuort^ 
The Sign ivas fit 

[knocks] 
'^e anfiver^df Nf 
[knocks thnoe] 
No, no, no. 
^^^nhifgVd, again be frafd, 

^ M Damon, no, lam afraid. 
Confider, Damon, Tm a Maid* 

Cionfidtr^ 

No, 
Tm a Maid, 
No, &c. 
' A Uift Ins Sighs and Tears made nvof, 
Sherofi, and fifthf Utm^d the Key, 
'Come in, faidfie, ini don^ Jiajf, 
I may conehde 
Ton will ie mde. 
But if you are you may* [Exit Parly* 

Wildair Enters. 

ture. ^Ti% too early for Serenading, Sit Harry. 

Wild. Whereibever Love is, there Mniick is proper ; 
there's an harmonious Confent in their Natures, *aiid 
when rightly joined, they make up the Chorus of 
AM'thly Happinefs. 

* Lmr$. 
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Lure, But, Sir Harfy^ what Tempeft drives you here 
at this Hour? 

WiU, No Tempeft, Madam, but as fair Weather as 
ever entic'd a Citizen's Wife to cuckold her Hufband in 
freih Air. Love, Madam. 

Wildair tah'ng her by the Hand. 

Lure. Ai pure andivhife as Angels fofiDeJires\- Is*t 
not ib ? 

Wild. Fierce, as tAthen rtpe confenting Beauty frtr. 

Lurg, O Villain! what Privilege has Man to our De- 
firuftion, that thus they hunt our Ruin? l,AJidi. 

If this be a Love Token, yiour Mifbefs's Favours liang 
Tery lofe about you. Sir. 

Wild, dr^t a Ring, fit takes it ulftJ 

Wild. I can't juftly. Madam, pay your Trouble of 
-^taking it up by any Thing, but deilring you to wear it. 

lAtre You Gentlemen have the cunningeft ways of 
playing the Fool, and are fo induftrious in your Pro- 
iiifeneis. ^eak ferioufly, am I beholden. to Chance or 
Defign for this Ring ? 

Wild, To Deiign, upon my Honour, and I hopemy 
Defign will fucceed. [Afide^. 

Lure. And mihatfiaU I give you fir fich a fate ^ng ? 

Wild. Yotill gtnje nu another, yonill giwe. me another 
fine Thing. [Both fing. 

Lure. Shall I be free with you,. Sir Utttry ? 

Wild, With all my Heart,. Madam, b I may be fiee 
with yock 

Lure, Then plainly,. Str,. I Ihall beg the Ravoor to 
fte you ibme other Time, for at this veiy Minute I have 
two Lovers in the Houfe. 

Wil4, Then to be as plain, I muft be gone, this 
Minute, for I mufl fee another Miibefs within thcib 
two Hours. 

lyrr. Frank and fite. 

G 2 WOd. 
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Wild. As you with me— -^-Madam^ yow moft hum- 
ble Servant. [^Exii, 

Lure, Nothing can dilhirb his Humour. Now for 
my Merchant and Vi%ard, 

\Exity and takes the Cannes nvith ber^. 

Enter Parly, leading in Smuggler, drefs'd in Wt- 

, mafias Cloaths, 

Farl. This way, Mr. Alderman. 

• Smug, Well, Mrs. Parly, Pm oblig'd to you for 

&IS Trouble; herp are a couple of Shillings^ lor yott. 
Times are hard, very hard indeed, but next time TU 
fieal a pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and bring 
theni to you — r— Wkit are you fumbling about my 
Pockets for— — 

^ Pari, Only (ettling the Pleats of your Gown : here,. 
Sir, get into this Clofet, and my Lady will wait on yoir 
prcfently. 

[Putt him int$ the CIo/e$f rum Mtt, and returns nuiA 
Vizard.] 
' Vise Where wQuld^jft thou, lead Bie> my dear aafpi-^ 
«ious little Pilot ? . 

Pari, YouVe almoft in Port, Sir; my Lady's in the 
Clofet, and wilt come out to you iounediately. 
. Viz. L^t me thank thee as I ought. \^Kiffesber. 

Pari P'ihaw : who has hir'd me bed, a couple of 
shillings, ior a couple of Ki£es } [Exit, . 

Fiz. Propitious Darknefs guides the Lover's St^, 
^d-Ni^t that ihadow? outward Senfe, lights up our 
inward Joy. Night I the great awful Ruler of Man- 
kind, which like the Perfian Monarch, hides its Royally 
to ratfe the Veneration of the World; Under thy eafy 
Jleign, Di0emblers may fpeak Truth, ^U ilaviOi ^Qxtt^ 
and Ceremonies laid afule^ and generous Villany may 
ad without confir^nt. 

.' ' ' Smug. 
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Smug. Papit^ wt of tie Cio/iQ Blcfi me I Wh* 
Voice is this ? 

Fix. OttT hungry Appetites, like the wiU BcaHs of 
Prey, now fcour Abroad, to gorge their craving Maws f 
The Pleafiue of Hypocrify, like a chainM Lion, once 
broke loofe, wildly indulges its new Freedom, ranging 
through all unbounded Joys. 

Smi^. My Nephew's Voice ! and certainly poflefs*d 
with an Evil Spirit, he talks as profiuidy, as an A&ot 
poflefs*d with a Poet. 

Fix. Ha ! I hear a Voice, Madam ^my L\Sh.£y/ 

Happinefs, where are you. Madam h 

Smug, Madam! he takes me for a Woman too, VW 
try him. Where have you left your SaniUty, Mr. 
FixardP 

Fix. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subjc£l ^ 

left it where it has only Bufinefs, with Day-light, *ti» 
netdlefs to wear a Mafi in the Dark.. 

Smug. O the Rogue, theRogpe!^ ^ThaWorldi 

takes you for a very fober virtuous Gentleman. 

Fix. Ay„ MaJam,, that adds Security^ ta all my/ 

Pleafures With me a CuUy^uire- may fquandet. 

his Eftate,,and ne!er be thought. a Spend-thrift ■ 

With me a Holy Elder may zealoufly be drunk, anj^ 
toafl his tuneful Nofe in Sack, to make it. hold forth. 

dearer But what is moil my Praife, the formal 

Bjgid, fhe that.rails at Vice and Men, . with me iecnres 

her loofeik Pleafures, and her Ib-iAeft Honour She 

who with fcornful Mein, , and virtuous Pride, difdains 
the Name of Whore, with me can wanton,^ and. laugb 
at the deluded World. 

Smug. How have L becn.deceivUl TJhcat ]^u ar» 
very great among the Ladies.. 

Fix. Yes, Madam, they know that, like a Mole in 
the Earth, I dig deep; but invifible j not like ^hoie 

G 3 " fluttering. 
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'fluttermg nolfy Sixmera, whe(e Pleafare is the Proda- 
mation of their Faults, whofe empty Flaflies no focHier 
. kindle, bat they muft blase to alarm the World. Bat 
come, Madam, you delay our Pleafures. 

Smug, He furely takes me for the Lady Lurenjoell-^ 
Ihe has made him an Appointment too— -but 111 be 
reveng'd of both- — Well, Sir^ what are thofe you are 
iK> intimate with. 

yiz. Come, come,: Madam, you know" very well— 
thofe that ftand fo high, that the Vulgar envy even 
their Crimes, whofe Figure adds Privilege to their Sin, 
and makes it pafs unqueftion'd ; fair, high;' pkmperM 
Females, whefe fpeaking Eyes, and piercing Voice^ 
"would arm the Statue of a 5/wVj*, and animate his cold 
Marble with the Soul of an Epicure, all ravifhing,. 
fcvefy,- foff, and kind, like you. 

Smug, I am very lovely and fbft indeed, you ihall find 
me much harder than you imagine. Friend — *— Well^ 
Sir, tut I fuppofe your Diffimulation has (bme other 
Motive befides Pleafure ? 
^ r/«. Yes,.Madam^ thehoncfteft Motive in the World, 

Intereft ^— :You muA know. Madam, that I have 

an old Uncle, Alderman Smuggltr, you have feen him^ 
I fupjx)fe. 

> Smug. 'Yes, 'yes, I have fome fmall Acquaintance 
with him. . . 

^/«. 'Tis the moft knavifh, prccffe, covetous old 
Rogue, that ever died of a Gout. 

Smug, Ah ? the young Son of a Whore. Well, Sir, 
afid what of him ? 

/7«. Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, 
Ibanhe. for ill- got -Pelf : — And yet (whafs wonder- 
ful) he that would flick at no profitable Vilknyhim- 

felf,- loves Hoiinefsin another- He. prays alVSun" 

i% fot the Sins of the Week paft-^- he fpends all 

»iimcr-tSmc in two tedioifc Graces, and what he defigns 

a Bleffing 
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ik Blefling to the Meat, proves a Curie to his Family— ^^ 



he's the moft 

Smug, Wdl, weU, Sir, I know him very well. 

Fiz, Then, Madam, he has a fwinging Eftate, which 
I dcfign to purchafe as a Saint, and fpend like a Gen- 
tleman, He got it by Cheating, and fhoa*d lofe it by 
Deceit. By the Pretence of my Zeal an^ Sobriety, FU 
cozen the oH Mifer one of thefe Days out ofa Settlement, 
and Deed of Conveyance 

Smug. . It fhafl be a 'Deed to convey you to the Gal- 
lows then, you young Dog. [^^; " 

F'tx. And no fooner he*3 Dead,, but Fll rattle over liis 
Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform hu covetous 
Ghoft how genteely I fpend his Money. 

Smug, ni prevent you. Boy, ibr I'll have my Money 
bury'd with me. [Jfide^ 

Ffz, Blefs me. Madam, here's a Light coming this 
way, I muft fly immediately. Wfcen fliall I fee you. 
Madam? 

Smug, Sooner than you expedl,. my Dear. . 
' riz. Pardon me, deaf Madam, I wou'd not be feen 
for the World. I wou'd fooner forfeit my Life, nay, my 
Fleafare, than my Reputation. ~ lExit, 

Smug. Reputation! Reputatioa ! that poor "^Vord iuf^ 

fers a great deal— « Well I thou art the m^ft accom- 

plilh'd Hypocrite tiiat ever^ made a grave plodding Face 
over a Difh of Coffee, and a Pipe of Tobacco ; he owq» 
a^e for feven Years Maintenance, and fhall pay me by 
feven Years Imprifonment : And when I die, I'll leave 
him to the Fee-fmiple ofa Rope and a Shilling 
Who are thefe ? I begin to be afraid of fome Mifchief 
I wiih jhat I werjcfafe within the City Ljbeftica 
ril hide my felf. [Standi ckfe[ 

Enter Butler ^Ith other Ser^vants and Lights. 

But. I fay, there are two Spoons wanting, and I'll 

fearch 
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ieaidi the wh^ Houfe. ^Two Spoons will be ao 

faull Gap in my Quarterns Wages——— 

Sim;, When did you mifs diem» James^ 

Bttt. Miis them, why» I mifs them now; in fliort, 
they muft be among yon, and if yon don't retnro 
them, ril go to the Canning-Man to Morrow-Morn- 
ing I my Spoons I want, and my Spoons I will have. 

Serv. Come, come, iearch abont. [S$ar(b and di/' 
$9Vir Smuggler.] Ah ! Who's this ? 

But, Harkee» good Woman, What makes yon hide 
your felf ? What are you aiham'd of? 

Smug. Afliam'dof! OLord, Sir, Tm anhoneftOId 
Woman that never was aiham*d of anyThiag. 

But. What are you, a Midwife then ? Speak, did not 
yon fee a couple of fbay Spoons in your Travels? 

Smmg* Stray Spoons ! 

But, Ay, ay, firay Spoons; in ihert you ftole them 
and ril (hake your eld Limbs to pieces, if you dont dOf. 
Bver them prefently. 

Smttg. Ble(8 me! a Reverend. Elder, of Seventy Years 
old, accused for Petty Ztfrf<^/— Why, feaich me, 

Kod People, iearch me, and if you find any Spoons a^ 
ttt me, you (hall bum me for a Witch. 
Bitt. Ay, ay, we will fearch you, Miftrefs. 

\ihgyfiarcb, aud pulithi Spoons out •/ bis Poehts. 
Smug. Ohf the Devil, the Devil! 
But, Where, where is he ? Lord blefi us, ihe is a^ 
Witch in good Earned;, may be. 

Smug. O, it was ibme Devil, fome Covent-Gardiu^ 
•r St. yames^.6 Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 
^ But. Ay, ay, you fhall be hanged for a Thief, burnt 
for a Witch^ and then carted for a Bawd. Speak, what . 
are you? 

Buter Lurewell. 
Smug, rm th^ Lady LurtwelP^ Nurfe. 

Lwru. 
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Lure. What Noife is this? 

But, Here is an old Succuhusy Madam, that has ftole 
two Silver S{xx)ns, and iays, flie^ your Nurfe. 

Lute, My Nurfel O the impudent old J^dc, I never • 
faw the wither'd Creature before. 

Smug, Then Tm finely caught, O, Madam ! Madam, 
J^on't you know me ? Don*t you remember Bufs and 
Guinea? 

Lure, Was ever fuch Impudence ? I know thee ? why 
thou'rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side- Box— — ^Take 
her befi>re a Juflice, and then to Newgate. Away. 

Smug. 1 confider. Madam, that Tm an Alderman. , 

Lure, Confider, Sir, that you're a Compound of Co^ 
vetoufnefs, Hypocrify, and Knavery ; and muft be pa- 

niih'd accordingly You muft be in Petticoats, 

gouty Monfter, muft ye i Yoa muft Bufs and Guinea 
too, you muft tempt a Lady^s Honour, old Satyr ; away 
'^ich^ him. [Hurty him ojf. 

« 

SHllm^ fmr Stx thus Fr^ndt if Men 9pp6fe^ 

. .Still may §ur Jrti JeUuU tbefe tempting Foes^ 
Mipf HemnrruU 9 and' ntvir fall betrayed. 
But Vice i^ cetagbt in Nits far Virtue laid. 

"The End of the fourth ACT. 
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ilAUGHTEK, finn]rottI>»veto<^ 
^ with a Man oT fo poculiu a Temper, 
I Ton uuft not think the geneni Am of 
I Lore can fecnre himi yoa nay there- 
I fore allow fuch a Coartier fome Encoa- 
' ragement extraordinary, witboat Re- 
proach to your ModcAy. 

jiigfl I am fenrible, MaJam, that a formal Nicetjr 
makes our Modefly fit aukward, and^ aj^jcars rather ft 

Chain to enllave, than a Biattlct to adorn ni It 

Swu'd fliew, when nnmolefled, eafy and innocxnt ai t 
I^orc i bat firong and vigorous ai a Faulcoo, whca^ 
aflaulted. 

Darl. rmaftaid, Dangfater. jwi miOakc Sir J^m^'i 
Gaiety fer Dilhonour. 

Amgtl. Though Modefly, Madam, may wink, it mnft 

not Beep, when powcrfitl Enemies are Abroad ■ ■ ■ 

X nuift conftfs, that of all Men'j, I wouM not lee Sir 

Kw»7 M'iUmr't Paula ( najr, I couM w«ft his moft 

fiilpictoai 



a ^rip to the J vniL'E e. 83 

toTptcious Words a thoufand ways^ to make them look 

like Honour But, Madam, in fpight of Love I 

mxA hate him, and curie thofe Piaftices which taint 
«ur Nobility, and rob all Virtuous Women of the fata^^ 
veil Men— 

Darl. You muft certainly be miHaken, Aigelica ; for 
I'm iatisfy'd Sir Harry^s Defigns are only to court and' 
marry you. 

j^iL His Pretence, perhaps, was fuch ; but Women 
now, like Enemies, areattackM; whether by Treache- 
ry, or £urly conquered, the Glory of Triumph is the 
fa me . P ray, Madam, by what Means were yoft 

made acquainted with his Defigns ? 

DarL Means, Child ! why my Cdufin Fixard, who, 
Fm fure, is your fmcere Friend, fent him. He brought 
me this Letter torn my Codin— — 

^infts her tbi Letter, nxhichjhe 9pens» 

Jb^d. Hal Vizard! then Pmabus'd in Eameft— *-. 
Wott'd Sir Harty, by his Inftigation, fix a bafe Afiront 
upon ne? No, I can't fufped him of fo ungenteel » 
Crime-: — This Letter ihall trace the Truth*— — [^y^. 
My Sufpictons, Madam, are much dear'd, and I hope 
to fatisfy your Ladyihip in my Management, when next 
I fee Sir Hany, 

Enter Servant, 

4 Serv. Madam, here's a Gentleman below calls hia^ 
tBi£fni(air. 

P^r/. Condttdhimup. Daughter, I won't doubt your 
Difcretion. [Exit Darling. 

£i«/^Wildair. 

Burgmufy 



Madam, I have toafted your Ladyfhip fifteen Bumpera 
fucceflively, and fwallow^d Ct^t like Lochcs to evety 
ClaA. 

4 ^''* 
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Jngil. And what then» Sir? 

Wild, Why then, Mudamy the Wine has got into my 
Head ; and the Cufids into my Heart, and unlefe by 
quenching quick my Flame;, you kiodiy eafe the Sourt^ 
I*m a loft Man, Madam. 

Jf^eL Dronkennefs, Sir Hanyj is the woril Pretieiioe 
a Gentleman can make for Rudeneik: For the Excufe 
is as fcandalous as tfae'FauIt:——^— Therefore pay 
confider who you aie ib free with. Sir; a Woman of 
Condition, thftt can call half a doasen Footmen upoi^ 
Oocafion. . . 

Wild. Kzy^ MadoMf If you have amind-totois me. 
in a Blanket, half a dooen Chambermaids would do 
better Sfervice.' ■ C ome, come. Madam, tho' the 
Wine makes me lifp, yet has it taught me to %eak 
plainer. By all the Daft of my ancient Progenitors^ 
I muft this Night quarter my Coat of Arms with 
yours. 

Jftgel, Nay, then, who waits there ? lEnter Footmau 
Take hold of that Madman^ and bind him. 

Wild* Nay, then Burgundy\ the Word, and Slaughter 
willenfae. Hold, do you know. Scoundrels, that I 
have been drinking victorious Burgundy ? IDraws. 

Servants, We know you're drunk. Sir. 

Wild, Then how have you the Impudence, Raical^, to 
aifault a Gentleman with a couple of Flafks of Courage 

in his Head? 

Servants, Sir, we mud do as our young Miftrefs com- 
mands us. 
Wild. Nay; then, have among ye. Dogs. 

[Th-Ofivs Money among them: Ihey fcramhle and take 
it up: He pelting them out, Jhuts the Door, and 
• returns. 

Rafcals, Polti^ooiis. 1 hav^ charmed the Diagcm, 

ai^d now the Fruit's my own% 

An^eL 
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j^el, O, the mercenary Wretches ! This was aPlot 
to betray me. 

ffllj. I have pat the whole Army to Flight : And 
jiow take the General Priibner. [^^^^ ho/don ier. 

AngeL I conjure yoo. Sir, by the Sacred Name of 
.Honour, by your dead Father's Name, and the fair Re- 
potation of your Mother's Chaftity, that you o^r not 
the lead Offcnce.i . 1 ■ ■ Already yon have wxong'd me 
paft Redrefs. 

WildL Thou art the »oft unaccountable Creatuie. 

Angel. WhatMadnefs, Six Harry, what wild Dmam 
-irfloofe Defire, cou*d prompt you to attempt this Baie- 

ncfs? View me well ^The Brightnefs of my Mind, 

•methinks, Oiould lighten outwards, and let you fee your 
Miftake in my Behaviour. I think it fhines with fb 
much Innpcence in my Face, that it ihould dazzle all 
your vicious Thoughts: Think not I am defenceleft 
'caufc alone. Your very felf is Guard againft your fclf : 
Pm fure there's fomething generous in your Soul j my 
Words (hall fearch it out, and Eyes fhall fire it for my 
t>wn Defence. 

Wild. Mimicking.'] Tal ti dum, ti dum, tal ti did!, 
didum. A Million to one now, but this Girl is juft 
come flufh from reading the RvvaJ ,^«w— Pgad, 
m at her in her own Cant ■ ■ O myStatyray O 

ffpf angry Dear^ turn thy Eyes on me i Behold t^y Beau ia 
Bufkins. 

Angel, Behold me. Sir; View me with a fbber 
Thought, free from thofe Fumes of Wine that throw a 
Mill before your Sight, and you fhall find that every 
Glance from my reproaching Eyes is armed with fharp 
Refentment, and whh a virtuous Pride that looks Dif- 
honour dead. 

mid. This is the firfl Whore in Heroicb that I have 
net with. [AJUe."] Look ye. Madam, as to that flender 
Particular of your Virtue, we fhan't quarrel about it, . 

H yea 
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;you may be as viitoous.as any Womao in England, if 
you pleafe; you may fay your Prayers all the Time-* 
JBut pray, Madam» be pleas'd to confider what is this 
fame Virtue that you make fuch a mighty Noiie about 
•——Can your Virtue ,befpeak you a Front Row in 
the Boxes? No: For the Players can*t live upon Virtue. 
i^Can your Virtue keep you a Coach and Six ? No^ no : 
JVour virtuous Women walk a-Eoot*-^Can your Virtue 
hire you a Pew in a Church ? Why, the very Sexton will 
tell you. No. Can your Virtue Aake for you at Picquet ? 
tHo. Then what Buiinefs has a Woman with Virtue 
— iCome» come, Madam, I ofiered you fifty Gui- 
neas.— —^there's a hundred,-T The Devil ! Vii;- 

.tuous flill f Why, *tis a hundred, five fcoxe, a hnndied 
.guineas. 

Ar^eL O Indignation! Were I a Man you durft not 
oife me thus ; But the mean, poor Abufe you throw joa 
jat, relieds upon your felf j Our Sex flill fh-ikes an Awe 
>upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare afifront a Wo- 
jnan. 

Wild. Affront! S*death, Madam, a hundced Guineas 
will iet you up at Bafiet ; a iiundred Guineas will fur- 
nifh out your Lodgings with China ; a hundred Gui- 
neas will give you an Air of Quality ; a hundred Gu- 
ineas will buy you a rich Efaitore for your BiUet-deux, 
jor a fine Common-Praydr-Book for jour Virtue. A 
hundred Guineas will buy an hundred fine Things, and 
.fine Things are for fine Ladies ; and fine Ladies aie for 

iine Gentlemen ; and fine pei^tlemen are Fgad 

this Burgundy makes a Man fpeak like an Angel 
Cbme, come^ Madam, take it, and put it to what Ufe 
\yo& pleaie. 

AngeL V)X :ak Aly as I wouM the bafe unworthy Gi- 
ver thus, {fi^rcws de^um the Purfs^ andfiamps tipom it. 

Wild* I have no Mind to meddle in State-A^irs ^ but 
ihefe Women will make me a Parliament Man, ipight of 

my 
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my Teeth, on purpofe to bring in a Bill againft their 
Extortion. She ^ramples under Foot that Deity which 
all the World adores.— —O the blooming Pride of beau- 
tiful Eighteen \ P'ihaw, I'll talk to her no longer, I'll 
make my Market with the old Gentlewom^, (he knows 
• Bufinefs better,— [G^« to the DoorS] Here you Friends- 
pray deiire the old Lady to walk in. ■ ■ Harkec, by* 
Gad, Madam, I'll tell your Mother.. 

Enter Darling. 

Dari, Well, Sir Harry ^ and how d^ye Ifkc my Daugh^ 
ter,- pray ? 

Wild, Like her. Madam f ^harkee. Will you tako 

it? Why faith. Madam .'^^—— Take the Money, I fay,. 
or, I'gad, all's out. 

Jngei. All ihall out; Sir, you're a Scandal to the: 
Name of a Gentloaan. 

Wild, With all my Heart, Madam In Ihort, Ma- 

dam, your Daughter has us'd me iomewhat too feauluir- 
]y, tW'I have treated her like a Woman of Quality; 

Darli How, 6ir? 

Wildi Why, Madam, I have ofier'd her a hun4re(F 
Guineas. 

Darl. A hundred Guineas \ Upon what Score ? 

Wild, Upon what Score I Lord, Lord, how thefeoldi 
Women love to hear baudy ! Why Faith, Madam, I: 
have ne'er a double Entendre ready at prefent,. bat Til 
fing you a Song. 

"BeMd the Goldfinches 9 tall aide rall^ 
And a Man of my Inches^ tall al de rail, 
Toujhall take urn believe me^ tall a I de rall^, 
Ifyw nuiUgi've me, your tall al de rail, 

A fflbdiih Mmuet, Madam, that'd all, 

H 2 Datii 



t8 ?I&^ Constant Couple: Or, 

Dor/. Sir, I don^t underftand you. 

WiU. Ay, file will have it in plain Terms ; then Ma« 
danoy in downright Ettglijh, I ofier*d yoar Daughter a 
Inndred Goineas, to— 

j^gil. Holdy Sir, fbp yoar abuiive Tongue, too looie 

lor modeft Ears to bear. Madam, I did before fufpeft 

that his Defigns were bafe, now they*rfe too plain ; this 
Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Humour, is made 
a Tool to a Knave ; Vizard has fent him of a BulIy^s 
Errand, to affront a Woman; but I fcom the Abufe^ 
and him that offered it. 

DarL How, Sir, come to affront us! D'ye know who 
we are, Sir ? 

Wild, Know who ye are f Why your Daughter there 

is Mr. Vizard*s Coulin, I fuppofe ; and for yooir 

Madam now to call her Procurefs Alamode France. 

[Afide."] J^eftime votre Occupation,"""^ 

DarL Pray Sir, fpeak Engli/h, 

Wild. Then to dd&ne her OiHce, Alamode Londresl 
[Jfide,] I fuppofe your JUdyfhip to be one of thofe ci- 
vil, obliging, difcreet old Gentlewomen, who keep 
ttteir Vifiting Days for the Entertainment of their, pre- 
fenting Friends, whom they treat with Imperial Tea,* a 
private Room, and a Pack of Cards. Now I fuppofe 
you underfland me. 

- Dari, This is beyond Sufferance ; but fay, tlyou abu- 
iive Man, what Injury have you e're receiv'd from me, 
or mine, thus to engage you in this fcandalous Afper- 
fion? 

jfngil. Yes, Sir, what Caufc, what Motives could in- 
duce you thus to debafe your felf below your Rank ? 

fVi/d. Hey day f Now Dear Roxana, and you my feir 
Statyra, be not fo very Heroick in your Styles. Fixard's 
Letter may refolve you, and ahfwer all the impertinent 
Queftions you have made me. 

£oti Wmtn. We appeal to that. 

Wild. 



ITsU. And VH fbmd to% he read it to me, and the- 
Contents were pretty plain I thought. 

jfngel, Here> Sir, perufe it, and fee how much we are 
injured, and you deceived. 

ff^^. [Opening the Letter. "] Bat hold, Madamr.[/tf-' 
Darling'] before I read,..I'll make fome Conditions- 
Mr. Vizard lays here, that I won't fcruple 30 or 49 
Pieces; Now^. Madam, if yoa have clapt in another 
Cypher;to the. Account, and mad^it 3 or 4 Hundred, 
by Gad, I wilLnot^ftandto-t. 

Angel. Now can)^t J .tell whether Difdain or Anger be ? 
the moil joil Refentment for this. Injury. 
DdrL The Letter, Sir, ihaU anfwer you. 
Wild. Well then ! {Reads] 
Out of the eamefi Inclination to ferfoi your Ladyjf?if^^ 

and my Cw/w Angelica Ay, ay, the verjt' 

Words. I can fay it by heart / ha've fent 

Sir Harry Wildai r to court my Qouj ln 

What the'Devil's this ? Sent Sir Harry Wildair 
/« court my Cou/tn^'-'»»hc read to me a qiifite dif- - 

ferent Thin^ He^s a Gentleman of great Farts .^ 

and Fortune He's a Son of a Whore and a 

Rafcal— 4»^ fuxn^d. make your Daughter njery-: 

hf^tPy* \Whifites\ in a Hft/^and, [Looks fytl^k ' 

and hums a Song^l 0\i poor Sir Harry, what : 

have thy angry Stars defign'd? 

\df^d» Now, Sir, I hope you need no Infligation t«^> 

sedrefs our Wrongs, £nce even, the Injury, ppints. tba- 

way. 

DarL Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Genera* -' 
tions, has run in the purefl: Channel. of onfuUy'd E[o... 
jQianr. 

Wild. Ay, Madam. ^Sowsuhet^ 

AngeL Confider, what a tender BToilbm is Female Re^ - 
jjutation, which the leaft Air o£ fool Dftra^tion blafb. 

Wild.. Yes> >ladam, {Jfwis to. i^Mhin; -. 
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DarL Call theta to mind your rude and icandaloas 
Schaviour. 

JFiU, Rigbt, Madam. [Btnvt again. 

Jngil. Remember the bafe Price you of&r'd me. lExif* 

WiU. Very true. Madam . Was ever Man {o catechiz'd ? 

DarL Then think that Vizard^ Villain Vizard, caosM 
all this, yet lives ; that's aU, Crewel. [^«i^> 

Wild. Stay, Madam, [to Darling] one Word ; is there 
no other way to redrefs your Wrongs, but by fighting ? 

Dor!, Only one, Sir; which if yon can think of, you 
may do : You know the Bufinefs I entotainM you for. 

Wild, I underftand you, Madam. [Exit Darling.] 
Here am I brought to a very pretty Dilemma ; I muft 
commit.Murder, or commit Matrimony. Which is beft 
now ? A Licence from Do3$rs Comfnom, or a Sentence 
from ihtOld SaifyP If I kill my Man, the Law hangs 
me ; if I. marry my Woman, I {hall hang my felf;— 
But, Damn it— Cowards dare fight. Til marry, that's 
the moil daring AGdoa of the two^ b my dear Coufin 
fjngelica have at you. 




SCENE Newgate, Clincher, Sen. fohs. ' 

CRn, "LT O W ityext and melancholy are Nfwgati Re* i 

^^ fiedions } Laft Week my Fathier died : Ye- . 
fierday I tum'd Beau : To D2ly I ana laid by the Heels, ^1 

;uid to Morrow ihall be hung by the Neck- ^I was ^ 

agreeing with a Bookfeller about Printing an Account of 
wiy Journey thrpugh Fmnc$ to balji but wm the Hi- 

ft»y 
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tory of my Trayds itao\HoIhrn to ^bu m n e lafi 
dying Sfeeck of Beau Clincher, that ivas going to the Ju-* 
hiiit'-^'-^Come, aBalf-fhtnya piece, A fad Sound, a^ 
iad Soand, 'Faith. Tis one Way totave a Man's Death 
make a great Noife in the World. 

Enter Smn^er and Gosikr, 

Smug, Well, Friend, I have told yon who I am : So 
fend thefe Letters into l^hames-Streetf as diredted ; they 
are to Gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Goaler; 

Eh ! This Newgate is a rcry populous Place : Here's 

Robbery and Repentance in every Corner ^Well, 

Friend, What are you, a Cut-throat, or a Bum-Bay 
UiF? • 

Clin, What are you, MiftreTs, a Bawd, or a Witch ? 
Harkee, if you are a Witch, d'ye fee, I'll give you a 
hundred Pounds to ^oiount me 01^ Broomflaff, and whip 
me away to the JiSilee. 

Smug. iThe Jubike! O, you young Rake-hell, What 
brought you here ? 

Clin. Ah, you old Rogue, What brought you heit> 
if you go to that I 

Smug. I knew. Sir, what 3ronr Powdering, your 
Prinking, your Dancing,, and your Friflung,. woa'd 
come to. 

Clin. And I knew what your Coiening, your Extor- 
tion and your Smuggling wouM come to. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, yon nuift break your Indentuies, and 
run to the Devil in a full-bottom Wig, muft you? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you muft pot off your Gravity^ 
And run to the Devil in Petticoats :-i— ^You de£gn t9 
fwing in Mafquerade, Mailer, d'ye I 

Smug. Ay, you mud go to Plays too. Sirrah : Lord^ 
Lord! What Bufinefs has a Prentice at a Play*houir» 
unlefs it be to hear his Mailer made a Cuckold,, and hh 
Mifireis a Whore? Tis ten to one now^ but forne mali- 

doBft 
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dons Poet has my Chandler upon the Stage within -this 
Month : *Tis a hard Matter now, that an honeft fober 
Maivcannot iin in private for this plaguy Stage. I gayo' 
an. honeft Gentleman five Guineas my {tU towards 
writing a Bookagainft it; and it has done no good, w« 
fee. 

Clin^ Well, weir, \^^ltr, take Courage f our Gbm- 
ibrt -is, we have liv*d together, and ihall die together ; 
only with this Di&rence, that I have liv'd like a i^ool^ 
and fhall die like a Knaves and ypa have liv'd like 4 
Knave, and ihall die like a Fool. 

Smug. No, Sirrah! I have fent a Mefleng^ for m3f 
Cloaths, and ihall get out immediately,,and ihall be up*- 
on your Jury by and by .—Go to Prayers, you Rogue, 
gp to Prayers. [Bxit Smug. 

Clin, Prayers f *Tis a hard taking when a Man mUH 
lay Grace to the Gallows. Ah, this curfed Intri- 
guing ! Had I fwung haSidfomely in a Silken Garter no\V, 
X.had died in my Duty ; but to hang in Hemp, lik6 the 
Vulgar^, 'ti^ very ungentcd. 

£ie^«r Tom Errand.. 

A Rq)rieve, a Reprieve, dioo^ar, dear«»i«danm*d 
Rfi^, where have you been ? Thou act the moH; weL- 
come— Son of a Whore, Where's my Cloaths t 

Erra. Sir, , I fee. where miae^^re: Sir|.flrip,,Sir, 
ftrip. 

Clin. What,Sir^ will yoaabufe a Gentleman ? 

Erra» A Gentleman f .Ua» ha, ha, D'ye know whert 
}«)tt<are. Sir? We're all Gentlemen here,— I ftand 
Bp fpr Liberty and Property-^-— *iV^w^a/«'s a Commom- 
wealth. No Courtier hasBufinefs among us; Come, 

Clin. WeB, but ftay , till I feid fcr my own Cloaths z 
'Lihall get out prefently^ 



Erra. Ko» no. Sir, TU have yoa into the Dungeon, 
and uncaie you. 

dim Sir, ymdxCtxosi&iams; fer Fm twenty thou- 
ikndilroDg^ . 

[Exeunt ft rt^Ung* 
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The SCENE changes to Lady DarlingV 

HOUSE. 

Enter Wildair wM Letters i Servants fi^hwhig. 

WiU. rr ERE, fly all around, and bear, thcfe at 

. JlJL dirc^ ; you to WefinUnfiery-^ you to 

St. Jameses and you into the City Tell all my 

Friends a Biidegroom*8 Joy invites their Prelenoe : Lodfc 
all of ye like Bridegrooms, alfo : All appear with hoC* 
pitable Looks, and bear a Welcome in your Faces.—- 
Tell 'em I'm married. If any afk to whom, make no 
Reply; but tell 'em that I'm married, that Joy fliall 
crown the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone, 

fly. . 

Enter Standard. 

A Thoufand Welcomes, Friend : My PIcafure's now 
compleat, fince I can ihaw it with my Friend : Briik 
Joy fhall bound from me to you : Then back again ; 
and, like the Sun, grow warmer by Reflexion. - 

Siand, You're always pleafant. Sir Harry, but tht» 
tranfcends yotfr felf ; Whence proceeds it ? 

: m/d: Canft thou, not guefs.? My Friend- ^Whence 

flows all earthly Joy ? What is the Life of Man, and 

Soul 
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Soul of PleaTnre ^•^^'^Woman--* — ^What fines the Heart 
with Tranfport, and the Soul with Raptures ? Lonely 

Woman, What is the Maliter-ftroke and Smile of the 

Creation, but Charming *virtuous Woman f ^^^ — When 
Nature in the general Compofition fii# brought Woman 
forth, like a fluQi'd Poet, raviih'd with his Fancy, with 

BxtaQr : The bleft,. the feir Prpdudion Metbinks, 

my Friend, you relifh not my Joy* What is the Caufe ? 

Stand, Canft thou not -gucfs ? '- What is the Bane 

of Man, and Scourge of Life, but Woman? What 

is-the-Heathemih Idol Man f(^ts up/ and is danwM fbs 

worihipping ? treacherous Woman ; ^What are thofe 

whofe Eyes, like Bafiliiks, fhine beautiful iox fure 
Deflrudlion, whoie Smiles are dangerous as the Grin 

of Fiends ? But jji^ deluding Woman «- Woman* 

whoie Compofition inverts Humanity ;. their Bodies are 
heavenly, but their Souls are Clay; 

Wild, Come,, come. Colonel, this is too much : I 
know your Wrongs xeceiv*d fiom Lure*welly may ex^ 
cnfe your Refentment againfl her: But .tb unpar-t 
donaUe to- charge the Failings^ of a fingle Woman^ 

upon the whole Sex. I have found one whole 

Virtues 

Siand. So have I, Sir Harry ; I have fi)und one whofe 
Pjride's above yielding to a Prince : And if Lying, Dif- 
iembling, Perjury and Falfhood, be no Breaches in Wo- 
man^s Honour, fhe's as innocent as In&ncy. 

Wild. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
Sponger by Oppofitipn, I fhall now therefore wave the 
Argument, and only beg you. for this Day» to make a 
Shew of Con^plaifance at Ical l ■ Here comes my 
charming Bride. 

Enter Darling and Angelica* 

Sfdnd. Saluting Ji^elica. I wifh-^ou^ MadaiOy dl: 
^ Jpys of Love and. Fortune. 

Enter. 
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lEnter Clincher, junior. 

Glin. Gentlemen and Ladies, Fm jull upon the Spur, 
and have only a Minute to take my Leave. 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sirf 

Clin, Bound, Sir I Fm going to the ^«^/VSf^, Sir. 

DarL Blefs me, Couiln! How came ye by thele 
Cloaths? 

C{in. Cloaths! Ha, ha, ha, therareft Jeilf Ha, ha, 
ha.; 1 fliall bttrft, by Jufittr Jmmorty I ihall burii;. 

DarL What's the Matter, Coufin ? 

"Clin. The Matter ; Ha, ha, ha : Why, an honeft 
^^ter, ha, ha, ha, has knock'd out my Brothers 
Brans, ha, ha, ha. 

Wild. A very good Jeft, i*£uth, ha, ha, ha. 

CUft. Ay, Sir, but the beft Jdl of all is, he knocked 
out his Brains with a Hasmier, and ib is as dead as H 
Door-nail, ha, ha, ha. 

DarL And do you laugh. Wretch? 
• Clin. Laugh I ha, ha, ha. Let me (ee eVr a youngs 
Brother in Et^land that won't laugh at fuch a Jeft. 

JngeL You appeared a very fober, pious Gentleman 
fome Hours ago* 

CUn, P'fliaw, I was a Fool then : But now, Madam^ 

I'm a Wit : I can rake now.^ ^As for your Part, 

Madam^ you might have had me once^ but now. 

Madam ^ if you &ou'd by -chance fall to eating Chalk, 
pr knawing the Sheets, 'tis none of my Fault. ■ 

Now, Madam' I have got an Eiiate, I voxSk go ta 

Che jfubilet. 

Enter Clincher Senior, in a Blanket. 

CRn.fen. Muft you fo. Rogue, muft youi— — Yoa 
will go to the Jubilee^ will you ? 

Clin.jun. A Ghofl, a Ghoft Send for the Deaa 

and Chapter prefently* , 

CUn* 
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Clin, fin, A Ghoft! no, no, Sinah, Tm an elder 
Brother; Rogue*. 

Clin.jtin. I don't care a Fatthnis for thati Fin fiuc 
yoa*re Dead in Law. 

Clin, fin. Why fo, Sinah, why fo ? 

CUnJun, Becaufe, Sir> I can get a Fdlow to fwear 
lie knocked oat your Brains. 

Wt/il. An odd way of fwearing a Man oat of his 
Life. 

Clin, jan. Smell him. Gentlemen, he has a deadly 
Scent about him.— 

Clin. fin. Truly the Apprehenfions of Death may 

have made me (avour a litde— . O Lord Ti>B 

Colonel I the Appreheniion of him may make me iavoar 
worie, Tm afraid. 

Clin, jun. In (hort. Sir, were you Ghoft, or brother, 
er Devil, I will go to. the Jubilee^ by Jupiier Am* 
mtm. 

Stand, Go to the Jubilee! go to the Bear-Gardett^^ 
The Travel of fuch Fools as you, doubly injures oor 
Country ; you expofe our native Follies,, which ridi- 
cules us amongft Strangers, and return fraught only 
with their Vices, which you vend here for MiionaUe 
Gallantry ; a travelling Fool is as dangerous as a home- 

bred Villain Get ye to your native Plough and 

Cart, converfe with Animals like your felves. Sheep and 
Oxen ; Men are Creatures you don't underftand. 

Wild, Let 'em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be now 
diverting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll difpute this Point 
fome other Time ; I hear fome Fiddles tuning ; let's hear 
how they can entertain us : Be pleas'd to iit« 

Here Singing and Dancing. Afier nnhich a Servant 
Whiten Wildair. 

< Wild. Madam, Shall I beg you toentertain the Com- 
pany in the next Room for a Moment \ [7« Darling, 

3 i>^/. 
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D^/. Widi ali my Heart Come, Gentlemen. 

[Ex, Omnes hut Wild; 
Wild. A Lady to enqoiitibr me? Who can thi^ 
U? 

Enter Lutewell. 

O, Kiadanh, this JPavdar is beyond my t^rpeda^,. td 
come aninvited to dance at my Wedding ■ What 
d^yegazeat. Madam? 

Lure. A MAfte r ■■ i f ,thoa art" marry'd, thoo'rt 
the moft perjured Wretch that e^er avoachM Deceit. 

Wild. H^ day ; Why» Madam^ Tm fare I never 
fwore to marry yoa ; I made indeed a flight Promife^ 
upon Oonditian of your granting me a finallFavour^ 
bat you woi^d not oonient, yoa know. 

Ijtre. How he* upbraids me with my Shame Cmi 

yoa deny your binding Vows when this appears.a Wit*- 
nefs 'gunft your Palihood. [Sbew^ aRit^J] Methtnkii 
the Motto of this Sacred Pledge fliouM flafli C^nfiififltt 
in your goilcjr Face lUaid, read, hece the binding 

Words of lave and Honour i Words not unknown to 
yoor perfidious Eyes—— tho* utter Stiangers to yoor 
traicherous Hoirt. 

Wild. The Woinan*s ftark fiaring mad, thatV cer* 

tain- • • V •• . .• - 

Lnri. Was it malidoufly defigned to let me £nd mjjr 
Mifery when paft Redrefir ; to let me know you, only 
to know yonfaMe Had notcurfed Chance ihew*d 

sne die forpnGdng Motto, I had been happ y ■ ■ T he 
firft Knowledgi I had of you was &tal to m^ and this 
{bcond worfe. 

Wild. What tbe Devil's aU this! Madam, Fo^DOtat 
Leifure for Raillery at prefent ; I have weighty Affiurs 
upon my Hands j. theBufinefiofPleafures Madam9jij 
other Time ■ i 

Zwr.. Stay, I tonjne yoD, flay. 

i WiU^ 



.bfPhc^AW^ llheu .Ppney-Mw* is bver, about a Month 

L«r^. Grant me fome wild ExprefiionSy Heavois, ,^ 

I fliaU burft ^Wcflj^> >f c?J«^fs, Man's Falfhood, 

my own Shame, and Love's Difdain, at once fwell up 

Enter Standard. 

r/jSliftbi^ ^Staf.» 'Madame yco^-iiMd «Qie\AibQ siy Sight; 
for iEjyoQ are fsnfisft Womafa, yon liairis-'pHifideBce id 
nrbdade & Crime, juuhblkir ^c ChargB bf ^^3i£lt iwitkoat 

, .'i(£iirv. The eharg^rof.-G^ltif ^hot onakiiig « Fool 
of you f IVe don>ry.abd§^i^i&^'tfae^ii£l; the -Height 
«f ^Penmte }tiili(t 'WM m make >you 4aU faam^ br.^wn ; 
diiKi]iUiiigt6die*Bnji]diec.'of]\^ ^saSutwuf 

^^lii^^ofr SSgD, /br^ai^, Jor '3^r> tUat^csoileocive, is 

2'-iiwii/. Ve^y' pfe«!y **ki«iidcs-trritf ^^i-^^Jf dint be 
*yAWih'Woihab,''*«sr 'now' in thce—^Com.e, Madam, 
y^tiCkrtbW awtr'yotfitHdHcoveredi and; beih^fcnfiHe, 
you can't efcapc, you wou'd now turn' to ^j. That 

£ar/?. O Monfter, Villain, perfidious Villain ! -ffas 

Xlf^cAfl-ydu^r ' ^ ^^::-''^^ :'^ - : 'V 

vf».wir;:MP<dl*TyoBf; ftftd-loafiy tob. ■-- ■' • 

Jiigt'arPmTTftmQv»t'f<^ t>i]ttif^ 'Faith i^ wiM 

bi^^^afll' «nd ^igc ^ertdtilous Mafd^ 1^' traft ^their 
Honour to the Tongues of Men, thus hear thdf Shante 
ffritteJJMi M * > - Spea lt^i^i'wWhis^iiy Scandal, and 

\a^t4mt^^i^vit9^^9^toadL'^^%i^ npr 

by Satyr; your Aftions are the ju lltfl LlU tf <m ybi«- 
Fame------your Wii|d6,,ywQr^liaA4 y^Teaw, I 

^^,^:n i did 



aa believtf ill ipigk of <ibttrtiion. fattie. Najr/ ^^\^ 
iny own Ey^, I «ill uiaimaiis'a ybufTxtirtli. Tfaiigi'tf^ 
W^A^/Vs'bojiftihg of y<mr Favours; fof be iHt jiftj^'R€& 
fulc of his own Vanity: At laft Ifer wgetf yottf'tftJcJW^ 
Prefentsof 'Mrt, as a conviircmg (»fttof of ivJiichV'^ou 

Yefterday, fiom him recciv'd that Ring ' 'W lfldy 

Kiiig, tha« r might fae hte lie gave it, I lehtliiw^for 
Ihftt PilfJjOfe. ^ '. ' '••' "f 

Lure^ Ma? you kiit Mm fer thtttpurpoft? " - : - 
• ^oM//. YtSi yes, MaddM, I lent Hiih for tHat {)tfrpis^ 
*-^ — li^ doflyiftg it — -f know it welU for I hav«-v<ftt#t< 
k longj and ^cfire you now, Mitdam^ to icftore^it td 
the juft Owner. - - '-^ - ^ ' '^ •• ' 

Lvre. The juft Owner ? think Sir, tfcinkbutofwhtt 
Importance 'tis to own it ; if you have Love ahdUomk^ 
in your Soirf, 'tis then ihoft jiifUy yours ; if not,- J^ou 
are a Robber/ imd have ftd'n it bafely . 

Sftmd. Ha- your Words, like meeting Flints, hav^ 

ftrucfc a Light to fhew me fomethmg ftrange— ^-^-^-^But 
tell me inftantly, is not your real Name Manly t 

Lure, Atifwer me firft, did not you receive this Ring 
about twelve Years ago ? ' \ * 

Stand.! &i. . _ 

Lure\ 'Arid >^ere ftOt you about tiat time eiitertain'd 
two Nights at the Houfe of Sir Oli'ver Manly itiOxford- 
Jhire? .. r • 

Stand, I was, I was. \run5 to her ^ and embraces her,! 
The bleft TLemembrance fires my Soul with Tranfpott^-' 

I know the reft you are the charming She, and I 

the happy Man.' 

Lure^ How has blind Fortune ftumbled on the right f-— 
But where have you wandered fince ? 'Twas cruel to 
forfakeme. . 

Stand. The Particulars of my Fortune were too tedi- 
ous now ; but to difcharge my felf from the Stain gf 
Difhonour, I muft tell you, that immediately' upon my 

I 2 Return 
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Retvm t»the Untverfityp my eUer Brother and I qitfirS 
feUM; my Father, to prevent farther Miichief, polls 
sne away to travel; I writ to you from Lnuktt, but fear 
the Letter came not to your Hands. ' « 

loiTi, I never had the leaft Account of you by Letter 
9r ptherwiie. 

Stand. Three Years I Iiv*d abroad, and at my Retonis 
Ibund you were gone out of the Kingdom, tho* none 
couM tell me whitheri miffing you thus, I went to 
fUuukrs, ierv*d my King *till the Peace commenced ; 
then fortunately going on Board at An^erdam^. one Ship 
tranfported u« both to England^ At the firft Sight I 
loved tho' ignorant of the hidden CaufG-*— *Yon may 
lemember. Madam, that talking once of Marri^e, I 
told yon I was engaged ; to your dear ielf \ meant. 

laar$* Then Men are Hill moft generous and brave 
p— And to reward your Truth, an £%te of thre^ 
thou&id Pounds a Year waits your Acceptance ; and if 
\ can fatisfy you in my pafl CondudI, and the Reafons 
that engaged me to deceive all Men» I fhaiil expeft th^ 
^HQurable Perfbri^iance pf your Promife, and that yoi| 
wou'd ilay sirith me in England. 

Stand. Stay! Not Fame, nor Glory, e're fhall part us 
more. My Honour ^an be no wher^ more concerned 
than berpf 

Enter Wildair, Angelica, both Clinchers. 

Oh, Sir H^rr;, Fortune has adled Miracles ; theStory*9 
^ban^ and tedious, but all amounts to this; that Wo? 
inan^s Mind is charming as her Perfon, I am made a 
Convert too to Beauty. 
Jflld. I wanted only this to make my Plcafureper- 

Enter Smuggler. 

Smug. So, Gentlemen and Ladies, is my Gradoua 
Jfcpftw rimni amon§ y^ ? 

WUd. 
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J^U. Sir, he dares not (hew his Face among fach 
honouiable Company; for your gracious Nephew i^— 

Smt^. What, Sir ? Have a care what you {ky. 

Wild. A Villain, Sir. 

^ug. With all my Heart PU pardon you the 

beating me for that very Word. And pray Sir Harry, 
when you fee him next, tell him this News from me» 
that I have difmherited him; that I will leave him as 
poor as a diibanded Quarter-Mailer. And this is the 
poiitive and &iff Refolution of Threefcore and Ten ; an 
Age. that flicks as obflinatdy to its Purpoie, as to the 
old Fafbion of its Cloak. 

Wild, You fee. Madam, [to Angel.] how induftrioaC- 
ly Fortune has punifbed his Ofi^nce to you. 

Aftgel, I can fcarcely. Sir, reckon it an Qfience, con- 
fidering the happy Confequence of it. 

Smug, O, Sir Harry, he^s as hypocritical 

Lure, As your felf, Mr. Alderman : How hxes my 
good old Nurle, pray Sir ? 

Smug. O, Madam, I (hall be even with you before I 
part with your Writings and Money, that I have in my 
Hands. 

Stand' A Word with you, Mr. Alderman. Do you 
know this Pocket-Book ? 

Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of my iecret 
Pradlices in trading. [Jfide*'] How came you by it. Sir ? 

Starrd, Sir H^rry here dueled it out of your Pocket at 
this Lady>'Houfe YeHerday : It contains an Account of 
ibme fecret Pradices in your merchandizing^; among the 
reft, the C9unterpart of an Agreement with ^ Correfpon. 
dent at Bourdeaux, dihoixt tianfportiiig French Wine in 
Spanijh CaiJcs Firll return this Lady all her Writ- 
ings, then I (hall confldet whether I fhall lay your Pro- 
ceedings before the Parliament or not, whofe Juftice will 
never fuffer your Smuggling to go unpaniihed. 

$m%- O my poor Ship aod Cargo, 

Cliiu 



CWir. fin. Hea^lcee, Mdlln-, ymr Had as good cAnS 
ahmg wW> me » the JiAHa itowi 

-Af*/. Gome, Mr. AltknAan, (br once ler a Woman 
advile^Wou'd you be thought an honefl Man, baililhCo' 
tetoiifiltD, tlnA worft Goat ttf Age ; Airartee h a 
poor ptfeiing Qijslify of tfie SouT, and *rBI as certainly 

cheat, as b Thief wou'd- ileal ■■ — Wou'd you be 

llioagbt a Refonwer of tht Times, be lefs ft vere va youi 
Cenftfres, 1e6 /!gid in jtoi Precepts, and moie fbrift ia 
jfiof Example. 

WW. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi' 
titiott, than Cbmpulfton ; of which. Colonel, jour CoD^ 
vofion «od mine are jufi £k»rtiples. 

Jm vrnw are maflj MirOis taaght in S<ht»li, 
By rigid Teachtfs, and at HgiJ Ralci i 
Witre VirM, tvtlb afioniMing A/}ia ff^nelt^ 
: jKli/Hghis tl>t-P^i/hm ill m^b CnKimandt. 

Sat Wonun 

Cimrmixg Waitias, tan trul Cvkvtrli makif 
Wt h^e the Prteepii for the Ttachufi fitkt. 
Virtue in them apftarsfi hright, figay, 
B't itar vsiiB Traa/Parr, fiitrf luittb Pride obty. 




EPILOGUE. 
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Spokqi by Mr. W i l ic $. 

Ti 70 W ail iepartf each kis rejpe3i<ve Way^ 
^ *• Tofpend an E'venin^s Chat upon the Tlaj 5 
Some to HippolitoV ; one home<vtMrdgoesy 
Andoney fwitbkhnng/be, yetires to th^ KoUi 
^e AmoroAs Fair to aii things frank emdfree^ 
Perhaps may fan)e the Piay^ in Number Thrct: ' 
^e tearing Spark, if Thlhis ought gain/ays. 
Breaks th"* Dranjuer'^s Head, kicks her, and murders 
To CoSee Jbme retreat tofa*ve their Pockets, 
Others more generous damn the Pl^y at LocketV. 
But there, I hope,- the Authors Pears are 'OMin, 
Malice ne^refpoke in generous ChampaJgiu 
That Poet merits an ignoble Death, 
Who fears to fall over a brave Montetfa. 
The Privilege of Wine vue only ajk, 
Tot^ll tafie agaiH.befpt'e yojtdtuim thfPlafi. 
Our Author fears mti y^fi ; but ihtijft he may. 
Who, in coUBtcod, murjfer ei JM^n i» T^' 
Thofe Men (fSpUen^ ^uboi^ifnd. the f9irldfhoi!d kwm i$^ 
Sit do^jm, and for theilrJS^o-Fmx damn a Poet. 
Their Criticifm^s good, thakwe can fay fbr^t. 
They under fiand a Pla y too vuell to payfor^t* 

From Box to Stage, from Stage to Box thejf run, 
Firfl Jieal the Play, then damn it when theyve dw* 
But novj to know ivblit Fate may us betide, 
AtnQig 9ur Friends in CblAhili euid Cheapfidc. 



EPILOGUE. 

Biathoft I think have hut tme Kule /or Plays % ' 
^hif/i/ay thtfre good, iffothe WmrU fays. 
IfitJbtmdpUa/ethem^ and their Spou/es know if, 
iheyftraight enfuire 'what kind of Man^s the Poet* 
But from Side-Box nve dread a fearful Doom, 
JU the good naturd Beaux are gone to Roine« 
ne Ladies Cenjure Tdalmafi forgot^ 
nenfor a Line or tnw f engage thfir Vote* , ^ 
But that ^ooafs oldhehw our Author^ s Aim^ 
No Ufs than his tvhole Play is Compliment to them. 
For their Sakes then the Play can't mifs fwcuedingf 
Ihd Criticks may luant If it, They hoFue good Breeding* 
flhey <won^tf Tmfure, forfeit the Ladies Graces^ 
Byfbe^ng their Ill-natur£ to their Faces. 
Our Bttfistefit •with good Manners may he dotse. 
Flatter us hire, and damn us when yos^re gone. 
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MEMOIRS 

O F. 

Mr. George JFarquhar. 

5T is obfcrv*di -tliat the Wocld 
t is naturally apt to efiquirc into 
I the Life and Gbara<aer of thofi; 
! Men who have made them- 
felves famous for any pardcular 
Art or Science : The Satisfaftion ve receive 
in the Penifal of an in^itnipos Author exdtet 
in us this Cunofity, and is imperfeft t'M. we 
are fatisEed therein. On this Confidenicion, 
fince few Comic Writers have met with a 
more favourable Reception imong People 
A3 ol 




vi Som Memoi B>S e/ 

of the meflr polite Tafte, thatr the AfH^r 
cf tibe iUfowkig Worlb, I thought it: ne^ 
ceflary to prefix diefe fev Mtsmrs of his 
iBHre* 

Mr. C^^r^^ Farqubar was born in the North 
of Ireland^ of ParontS/that held no nifesrti 
Rank in the Country, who, having a nume- 
rdlifl Iflue, celu'dbeftow on Rim no Fortune, 
Cuther thaa. a geofieel Educatioo*. Ax tfaejr 
who are blefsM with a Poetical Genius always 
fhew fome Glimmering^ of their Fancy in 
their Yeutfa. fo-^e, e'er he uu'riv'd ^L. his 
Tenthr Ybr, igxft feT«i:^' Bj^imcMW a 
peculiar Turn that way. One of his Juve- 
f&Ho. j^oc^ioAB If <bail here * i|ia^l|Q6iir. ' ill 
whichhculifcoxrcrMa way oi.T^ 
nfcU asi^a. £}qgfiiicy oC Ex^tS^m^ 

yondhisX^i*^ i ^ -J 



I- 




'7i likefoft fPax^ or rkdlfien'd 'wasy. 
^pt to. refdpeM HeaucTdy* "Truth ; ., 
Or yietfi U 7^rU9H 111 /iv ^W4y» 



.',1 



II. 



»t ,?_ 



- "if'/io^ f^j^m<f^gr limp. ' 

- .Hfe. .fii;»8t fidqtitted^ inr <he UmTerfity of 
Duhlitt^ Hcfactf,. lay ^Brogtfi be. made in 
his Studies, he acquired a confiderable Repu- 
tatMwl;' ^Ht'b?ig!6fYerj"«!aW\Ktb 'apply^htm- 
filtf '«the4tteei Win^ASbr, 'fcA\(rirm^'t^ 
Btarh^- k^£et- smd'O/way, • and- widi- 'tlid 
IHefc;S«wys v^ #hoy ' thfaugK' cxeeHent Dra- 
mitnfk^ PbfctS, riiadb but indiffcnnt Ac-» 
<0r^* ^niw^ef.'M Far^Jar; Karing- the 



i'^eaJt-'V^lce, 'was-iidVer- irtpuls*d-by' the 
Audfehcer iii fii^ IN;tfi»rrt«tnccs ; t6'ttMVA to 
tefl^'oii■'thB^£te^gd fil^ftfmethin^ bettret 
%6\x*^Wet-} Wijidh-'ftefbrutioA t*as^ fooii 
tHtS^-afiW V'^^He^ f<«!dWihg Acci'denK 

m mpeParl' whw VfajJ^'d'^okirtfV: 
jrf«f' one- of iJte* */«»s^<3cncrals, and for*- 
■'■•"■' A 4 getting 



getting to exchange his. Sword for aFoi!, in 
the Engagement he wodnded the Perfon who 
jneprefeoted VafyueZy tbo' (a& it bappeo^d j not 
dangeroufly, neverthelefs it put an end tQ his 
appearing On the Stage' as an A£tbr. 'Some 
time after this^ the jE^l of Omr^^ 4ti l^eg^rd 
to his particular Merit,- g^yc^hiff 2\ J^ieutc- 
nancy in his Regiment then ih Ireland: Asa 
Soldier he behav'd vory'.wBlI>. andga/vedCbirc- 
ral Proofs of his€o6rafide add Coodu^. ^ 






■» • • J^Jt «^»* f ^ 



He was yei;y yo^ngwIi^h^^pgTpfe hi»^fi| 
Comedy, the Sj^ecefs^oe whWj,^|..<^Sf|^ 
ed his Expe&idon, asladeed^^ did moft olhts 
Other Ploces^ , 'Tis remarked of Wra^/That 
he was peculiarly h^ppy in.the ^oy:e of bis 
Sttbia9:s^ which he took <^are to adpfn witb 
Variety pf Chariftcrsandlnpidetf^ ;» hi^Style 
is pure^ and unafFoSted/, WWtt na^ir^U ^d 
Rowing, and hisPlots geqcrfUy wc]l cpatri- 
ved. He klh*d the Vices of the Ag?» tho* 
witb a merciful Hafd^ } for his Mufi;, wi^ 
goo(iirnatur'4, not atoijpdiqgov er-^u^ wdi 

Gall, tho^ he has bee^ l^Uof ^ior.Jk,^^^^ 
Criticks.' ' It has* laeea ol?jcdtcd Jto h^^ tj^t 

he was too- ha((y in his Produ^ioov hut I 

. ' believe 



Mr. George FAfeQUHAR. df ' 

believe by fuch only who are chiefly Ac^mirers 
of ftiff and elaborate Performances, fmcic with 
a Perfon of a fprightly Fancy thofe tbmgs are 
often befh which are ftruck oflF in a Heat. - 

His laft Comedy,' the Stratagem^ he be- 
gan and ended infix Weeks, with a fcttlaJ 
Sicknefs upon him aUthctime ; nay, he even 
perceived thCi Approaches of Death, e*erhe 
had finiih'd theiecqnd.AA, and (as heh^d 
often foretold) dvM before the Run of this 
P;l^y, \^sover. His other Plays were dedi- 
cated to Peribns of Diftindlion, and he de- 
fign'd a Dedication of thi$ laft to my Lord 
Cfidoggn \ but his Lord(hip« for Rea,fons up- 
kfiown, evmded it, iho' he made him a hand- 
foine • Pfcfenr, wirfi Promifcs pf his. future 
"Favour ; which, probably, wqu*d hav^ t>een 
fulfilled if our Author had furviv'd : Tho* 
he had but little Rcafon to rdy on the Pro- 
raife^ of Great Men ; acertain Great Cour-. 
t^x\ havingi^revail'd on him to fell his Com- 
roiflSlon, with folcmn Affurances of. grovid- 
ing for him better, which he forgot to keep. 
Mr. Farquhar in his Song of a Trifle, fccxos 
to paint at the Perfon in this Stanza. 

A ^ - BuL 



, * ^ • • • . 

But, if yw will ff to thc^ Place 
tVbere Trifle dbtauUMly brttd^ 

^e Levee will Jbovrym bis Grace 
Menkes Promifes Trifies indeed^ - . 

*Tis fupposM, that thus failing itr His^ Ex- 
pcftations, together with an utrfbrtunatcr 
Marriage, fhortcn'd' his Days ; fbrhisWHt' 
(by whom he had two Daughters only) • 
through the Reputation of a great Fortune, ' 
cricked him into Matrimony. This was- 
chiefly the Fadt of her Love, whidi W'as fo 
violent for him, that (he refolv'd to leave 
nothing ontryM to gain him. The* ibme 
Hufbands would have prove mere Ha(bandt 
in fuch a cafcj Mr. Farqubar was fo 
much charmed with her Love, and Uiv* 
derftanding, that he mtireiy ^rgave her, and 
Ifv'd very happily with her } therefore, when 
I fay an unfortunate Marriage conduced; with 
other Circumftances, to the (hortching Bis 
Days, lofrfy mean, that his Fortune being 
too flendcr to (upport a Family, led him 
into a great many Cares and Inconve^ien- 
^ies i for I have often heard him fay, Tiai^ 



Mr. George Farqjjhar. xi 

U was more Pdn to bint in imagining that bis 
Family mgbt- wtM a itee3fid. Sujiperi^ tbaa ihe 
'■■mo^ violent Death that cou'd He infilled on bim. 
"But his Wife being long fmcc dead, his good 
Friend Mr. ff^tlki has been highly inftrumen- 
tal in.STfti>ir^drM>bmi??t4 

Mr. Farqubar, bcfides thefe feven Come- 
dies, afljfted Mr; Mbtdax in a Farce call'd 

behind Hav^^'foti tkiice S^^rs. bdorc- Els 
Death, he feipg feveral Fpagmefltff into rfie 
Fire, dcclarii^ at the fairifrttroe, that he had 
no Remains worth laving. 
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Diratndtis Perfona^. 
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MEN. . 



MfbeTj Jdieoid Uncle and Guar&m to ^^(t/jW. 

tetchy Servant to BqfiU ' . : • . ?, 
Maeahoney an Irijbman. , • . 
7i»i. yo//, the Sts^-Coachman, 
Landlord oTthe Houfe, 



WOMEN. 



»•• 



ifahetlay Njfece to AGcher^ in Lbve mth i?tf^/. 

jD^/^ Maid m the Houfe. 

Oftler« *and other Guefts in the Houfe. ^ 

£C£NE an Inn en the Road between Chefler 

4md Lrcndon. 




S c'e N E^^''''''lnn. 

■-.:-' ',.". '■ ■,"■■.■ ;■ V'-i!, iid :-,,r. i: i i...-. • 

1 1» [UiClje >ra j^ ?/. .4Jbde%£f Ida At^ 

f tendance ia thde Country Ituu i Tfati 

i* worfc tVn. the ^Ryi Tiwrw after 

»ftM Church. . .,j. _■ " . . .''. , ^ ,. 

iw. uy cidi. Sir, ; ; ' '. '" *■'■ ''."' ':■ '". 

Fit. CaU, Sir ! What a Hague ' , Eigh ! gad 'tis s 
pretty Girl. Hark you. Child, doyou&rvel'ravellers 
upon chc Road here ? 










: if/. Y€% Stf. 

'iW. TheCaille. 
Ai. AndwbuRooBidoII^ein? 
JM. The Garret. 

Fit. Voy wefi; wadg^iff ]|Mm do yoa lye in? 
ZW. Under you. 
Fei. Say no more. HI but take a Dnun to digeft my 

A/. Are your Pifhib cfaaigM ? 

Fet. Yes, yes. we always go chanfd. Child: A Brace 

Sa/, What a tedious, tireibme, duU, jokii^ Vehicle 
is a StagM@094^ ^<lh«CMavi» iv> »fini«c3&tigued 
than the Beafts that draw it This unlucky Hurt, 

Qiattt4 QcibefV 'ai GiQP 1i\^^ in|' 
Piuibn: 

•1^/. And a dttbnded- C&ptai^' %; for waitf of 
n iMi^-tamfet, < <*- i- Niafe smd a CBiMr w siak^ 
up a cleaver Suge-C6ach fet. « ix/*. J i^Jt^ 

£af. Ay, the fwelTdC'id^lnlfS^^^ttfs pla^uM jne with 
her icreaming and wxy Faces, tl^e .proiby^ 7^^^ 
with, his Nopife^fe, the (Jijaker wJtln'tlxp'^Spiic;' ihc 
Whbie 1H^' thTTieSi, uit (He fi^^IVfiu) with 

CMth. . * . 

Fiff. 




JFitj Tiriy, Sir,, Ij^i^r/d ypu.i At;J,drf«t;tWpk 
tliere was ih & wBb£ U»ipany a Maiuif. F|rt^ (int 

^T ^ i ^^ ^ i M ^ ...» J*, .♦ 

A/. Too tnie. Sir. ., 

A/. Nbbod)^ bett^ Sir ^ siy fiidw >|i« ^ <fc i j ua^g 
Employmeiit about the Coaches. 

JAr^.Sii^. hA arvagi wocd^ CitisBWy rittti ail em h 
at iA^a^^stlna^blhfQi^ ' 

9ilP lymJtlgBtM^ljmdm ftoBr^wil fiiaff'ruiii' w^ 

Affiurs. Ltt me talk wkh the CoadUAaa's If tf 

be pQfla>Ie, rn msdce him fb^ok fet me^ &ia ^m 
hktkar. i Sxii Fetch..]. Pftaw I hm^: il^at J^ 
Baofa9r* ' iC 

Aniir' MaaalK»ie< 

X»^ Byt»f' Sboal,. 'ds O'lMave Hoafet^SnetH^ 
^wwithaMtn of tWs 'Taiiiem' nnft te finnff PeHon^ of 
very great Qimlity— Oh, my dear Mtf^rOtiftaiii, I ant 
jditrniotf Ibt^ ml oraeb hB nw a lT Piieadju 

jltf^ Oto \Acqaalniaii6ei Sir, is dittle'too; ffioit ftr 
fi) nrach' Familiarity. . . t 

' Mae: Otsr- AbqoaintatiBe too- ftmf Dear Joy, it 
h threefcore Miles long^ and, By Shslinr Patnd, 1 
¥fwxii be-i^efy joyftil for being' ydar efpecial Fri^J 
beeaufe' I amt afiaid we ftall-neircT meet^a^amr 

Bafi May^l eAve-your Nam^ Sr?' 

A&r. My Name is Toriuigb Rauwir Maadmt^ ' of 
the Parifh d^m^kalngsif, 'm the Cotrntyof'Tl^/u^yy 
Blhfi)ttsre, where i» my Maafioit Hoiife^ fbSr me i^ my 
fcediocffiw aftw me* 



i6 Tbe'S'fAG'E'exiACm 

• BflJC Veiylwlli iahdp«y; Siri Krhat Afliiis cany 
Tcm toI«i^/^ . 'V - • ^- ' 

ikfigf. No AlEtin, my dour J07 ; for I have 4faiif- 
aiaed']nyBafiiie&ia£0»i7» beibre I caimfc there. 

A;/: That's fimewhat an t)dd "^^^ of doing Bufi* 

ncfi- ... ■'' '^" * 

Afiif. By my Should Sir, 'tis tlHe'quk^dt Way dio'. 

tviu gokig to tdmdmxt fiiahe'myfVMtune. 

Bmf. How, Sir? >: ) — I 

JU^. Why, by the Ikw; ftieiid, or Hiyfick, or a 
|0f|N;chMlV.Wift»' or BBck-gamnum,: or iany of thcfe 
HononaUe £ideiBaiia» *tis 9II ihtt&cBit toMKoimfe, 
Fakh.i Alt I harermade my Fdrtane alieady^ by my 
Goftip'ft -Haind»; . t . . :: r; « . ;.. -^ . 
, Ba/. 9ovjpflfay,.Sir?./: r.i. 

Jl^tfr.:.9^c^^, Imy.dckt JoJT, i'yon'.afe my intonsse 
Friend and a Stnnger, I will communicate that^Se^ 
cret into yoar Bieafl-— ^The fine Lady in the Coach, 
Madam Strowkr, is a ridl MeFchai9i*s Wife, in Fhtegar- 
Yard, by Drury-Lam, in London, and fhe is &llen in 
downiif^ : Afe£l}oaft With mt,, and tieat» ine mth 
fyghty Civility, Bei^aitiiiii;'*!!!!! .to pay the Beekinti% 
£3ir l^r in eve^.Fbcc; 

^ftf' 7f^;^^ Qi9illll-W(Peh has faapt this Booby ; 
and e*en^t iter make a HaJi^dcif him.— — ^^^Are you fiire 
&e*8richj 

Mac, By my; Shoid fhe fhow'd me a Diamond as 
big as a Potatoes .and faith it looked almoll as ckar 
86 Gli^s: .^nd, fhe keeps, hec f)yii^ Chaript too, fhe 
iold me iq . herjCb}f ; and^ fay xiiy Shoul,. I am fo con* 
ning, that if anethsf \a^ t^^^^ ,^ i.had ncl^ 
UfvUhim. r .\ V a*- •. *. 

jR^ You're pbguycuiuiing, indeed. Sir. 
Mac^ O chree, dear Joy, we are all fo,. upon my 
Shoul. Let an Iripman alone for making his Fortiuie, 
he is as cunning as no Man alivC' <■ ■ ' But, my 

dea 



dear J07, I wifli I werif after going to Bed, todi- 
geft my Sapper ; jH^re a]:^tw9jB0^ APil^Q' Chamber ; 
and pray, my dear ^Friend, ' teil me, do you intend to 
lye in 'em both ? 
^ Saf. *Tis probable^ $ic, I (hall ale but Qm;.. 

ijiae. *rhen. Sir, yjatht youi; Jjcavc and Pernifl^». l^ 
(haD afe Uv t>t)wr s .^t>ut ppf .le^ me not: jo90B|9icde 
your PeHbn, If yba intend to ]ye in botK tlie Beds« . . ' 
,^Ja/.^n^ Shrr^topby,' , ,. ; C^. 

Mfff. ,'Sir, I am your 'moil obliging Servant. 

ka/. Coflttombf ' .., ,.,^ - . [ .. ' [J/^* 

J^c. { render yQu.m4nyThanks4: ^ ... £2^iif9^ 



J^ir Jtikf mi ,F0^h^ 



> \ 






i> ^in1c? 

rare AT^ff// m Die tiode ; a Cogue, 

Ham*.. '.•'.--..• 



^ ^ • 



Fetch.] ,WdJ, y«/r. canft doaMaa a^Kiwieis f^ 
Oocafionr ' ^,,. , . .. 

, .Ja//. .^A^Kijidners.! ^^y^ . HdUri An'^that hq afl, 
we Coachmen' are all' miehty civil, rclhm, yoa 

^^^1: • ••'• -I • •^^ ' '- ' '' ' 'i - '' : ' -.• * ' 
i?^ Are ydurHorfcs good?' ^' . \ ! 

7^4. Good !. Special. Cattje, Mafterl A Luidm 



Doctor ''wop!*4^ bave .iet. np his Coach 'with Vra, if 
we had "^ed t6 the M" of the !L&f ; /'and but 




,^.i ., \ •' • * • ''■* 



• .l« .».m •« 



Eniet 



CJ ..- in;uo.'.t< : -I !^)J ,Ln;h I ■..il vm .-;-.: . •; 



11 > 



Ba/ Here, 7«//, pull it off. 

''A»/t See here, ^o//— — my Biiiine&^& pidki^s a 
^Md Shafe of this PbffHs thittc^ If^dkNt^Krxit'iMen my 
Journey. 

Job. If thzPlk ^ahi^ IShMsY ^ done i 
we are to be in Imt^mt the Day afier To-moimw, by 
nil KI)^l^'N^iC^-llKJ^' lii^ 
ni be thei« by Nine. -^^ ' '^^' 

*"»iA ,Is^ fclteirirtii ri' ten d£6 jf^t-h^ 

f^ittdtwwr: ' • ^^ *-'-^^- ^* ^ ''^''''' '• '' '^' '^-' ■■ • :: 

. 7^^ Ay. fe ypi^ jpay if you am I ^to a ^i«;Wky/ 




thy very Matter, the I]|B|ce of Jlf4!^«^,^a^ tyvaoir 
th^e jx^M* Pijnc<^. 

' foit^ '^^ )yliat tte'«e1. m^^ igt. ~ JiPeefr «f 




Man: ' ' "-^ ^ KBes* won't pals* m the CJmntry pow, 
■ Befides, I mull |K>t baulk my Stages, the 
Jnnkeepers have bribed me already. [Exit. 

. iZ^ Well, tho'ltldUsmelmuaridePoft. 



Tit. Btat-pmy^ Sir, i«to iiifthiiyVm iiilUiHafe) 

^tf/ Why this Lett^ fioitt mf KiSxcfr. V^^ 

- - -. .1 • • - • 

rOU'FE. beard Fna hft m^ dear Hbther. J^ 
Uncie^ io nx)brfe Care 1 am Ufl^ mt' mfideffif^ 
your , Pretenfioiu^ is refihPd to ptarrj tne /» dnoiher i 
tmt njohafs 'njoorfe^ the old Gentleman ias got n^ Wri^ 
tingSf and l mnfi feem to eon^ly tvifb Bis Defires, ff 
you *wou!d fr event tny bein^ made, a moji unfbrtunati 
Creatnrey, Jly to vy, ^Ihfy mf dear Bafil, *with ^aO 
the Speed, whicB yomr Lovi atsi'nrf Vifi¥efs rsjtdn. 

♦ . . , J • . • , » ... . . * 

MMb^'fK o« Hodb> and fHf^l aoBHe^d^iibii^ 
' ' f». <9ottk a lli&Omipmjr §i«t ^^ Ifr'a^'iMlM^ 

» t ■ • '^ 



Sktk ^qulrft ^mt^i^,''tvitk mimnd^k, \a$td!fi;ttki 
^ fan, eUid'other Laggage. 



r 
» f 



* V 



'*Sqm, Come, Mrs. j^^/» Fve sot your Tim ^ ■■ - 
Blefi us! Wh4t 1^ llMKr^ lugg^ dide Women 
cany about •cm ■ ' ■ And the poor Lover here 

dnit b6 MiifA tor 1^. Omqf <ir' Bin4k^ dnd Ited- 
iMrsi^J^, wky^^*tf }iou, mammit^ 




C:. 



£«f/r BabeUa. 



^SfnL Ha i Wka^^^dicMttierr tt^W' Wife^ Aat 
istobel 



{M^ I mifi ilfi); W«^ } I fta^ Tve Mt it in the 

•5fw. Ay, by all Means ■ Here, loolc to 

jaaxThM^t there are. Strangers about. \^Exit. 

Bm/ Hal What do 1 fee ! Loolc, Fetch, is not that 

Jifak. My dear Bf{pl \ \Vleet And ewtrnce. 

s Baf. Xiy IfahilJa ! What Xfiraclq has brought you 
hither? . . 

^.^.JW, Yiwi received my Letter ? 

Baf. Hist it is» and it has bn)aght me ib far in my 
Journey to you. 

^IfiA. My /Uncle, who knows you tmly by Name^ 
dreading yoor Retom to landon, has thoif ht fit to 
Inu^ ..me , doura t0;the Qoqnny-4io|tfe.ott)it fihrk- 
jMUls^t li im J«A now Lof ;a,J?Qqi:4 Bw^ ,'Wldet 
Preteoee of kfing my Watch. - My /Unde ,}& at the 
J^> 'Ju^lifig wldi ik^ Landlady, and is to xsn» 
np pieTently : iM ^ i|^O0i|i '^hm we. lye : Now 
if yoa can find a Way to refcue me fixmi the dd 
^Cfiave^ - ail^ the yoin^ FoqI , ■ But here he 

comet : HeV ^ Soqi of Sir *^/ff04S«i &9mAodf^ ia 
Lanca/hin. * ' 

• *%/; Gone» gonet' IfoWktch to be ftoadt Bood, 
Genitfewonan, ite what yonr .tJnde wHi-^y to yoa ! 
Yoo*Il make a tm Wtft» fittth, if ;'ytNi kife 7011c 
Things fo afbtehand. 1 1 I "won^t lend yoii 

mine. . '.M \ \ '\ 

IfiA. Yte need not. Sir, for the Watch is found 
^tiii ; M . had. only >itk it^in a wrong Pefciket'. ' 
. VfHj^'. Then ti»i*s Thsr^ Poimds in my PDdset. 

Baf. 



Sir, aie aoc ^ scsbpttid to tile Fin^ 

'^\' Yeii' Sir, my<Fftdiar irSir 4min4dA fTflWfl^, 
But/^ aal I^ aai liis EUdk' Son 'V ibe-iiSffr^ Vcipdij^ 

NtcadrnmSohdmi^f B%'- "'--^ X-'^ •-'( <^'I ''•''- > ^ ^ 

' -S^ .Siir,^ I iin prafid^rto M4^Moei<l^sSA*tf 
oU Friend Sir AmnaM. Pray, Sir, wlwi Ud^ 

<b.tisat 'widkyoii ?':'.. -.•••I I ;V •». ;'". 

*%/. Tis my Miftrefi, at your Seirvice : We.iiMI 
bm a FkrStt,-a Wedaiag Diiuicr,i k Vmt of dean 
Sheets, and a Sack Poifo, to iend m the Wayiof ril 

Ficih. .f 1 , [ ,:j : : .• : : ^ 

.: -f^ iTheHj. $ar, o^n yeur \A«QOiii)t» r Tit {inrfime 
to pay my Refpeds to tlicr.Laffy,^ / IfM^.V* 

7 :\%«r«r4i|^ yonr^Jie'ii^ ycfiyDe^pfttul Pe|rfi«i li«ly. 

■■■ . ■9 j i^ ' i iil Sfell, :]f(Dy d>e Uk« is^?. ^4n^ te jMk 
a rare Tit fib^.l&MlM^ / : Shef9 a Kaje ia tlie. J^^ 
at pidbtt^ faitt W^e ftdl diiiop Ipe iHt V .tl^ 

. Jl4p: Wkttf L oni ef Hitowv anA Jb Mir ker Mft. 

- . "SpA. Ayr 4Rre4wai arwtaiil .€kpt|iii\dbaft fevM 

.Iwr, iiBirf AeT ioMv^uti :dwim/4^^ s; Neftrll 
can't ten how- the Sf^ dii» FdOow siieknikd Jaoi- 
&ir intol the Moiiiei^i FawvP aad git her Coo- 

^imd i* hit 4»'gead»-JLuek woaU hiiie^i^^t^^^ 
Woman' was pKm\t to/ go idiere; al iM Women 

*flvte*dge^ axui fcl<fai|fle. Mc&r^tbdiig > 1^ Ittneft 
Man, and mighty fit for artSosMitti^ })(at^.k#n■g 

-M di*dl|K. Avetfion 1A a Jhd Ooai^ :&^'npA jBar* 
gain with Father lor me/ and we^ie g^ng 4o!Hn 

r^W oogt MxxA tntehe Poflbfioii of the JPmi^; So 
this &me Sooimdrel of an Officer is like to be dis- 
^tode^ iuMl:fte« fiiriirtdi^ is veaAl becnofeflie can't 
ferve onder him, Ba, ha» h% poor Dog; ]ici>lvQke 
cNi all Sides. 



of Pwift ? 

. a^. 48^ Mir liM «tat> ii ^b«^4 lie «w iir 

.Pedo^ps you may knowsflaft ftmk. (Mimm i ^ 

»aftftmwiiMfawrffliitlt«^dof^ fUgpes^ 



A;/: Aj/S/i I know him, bloodj^B^iMi rht iA 

* • • - » • 

i::.,'Mjdi;> ilMl jte^i^ Ja#ift JM)|pe «flf -Ito aBi: 

Smf, Ha, ha> ha* ba» ba. 
^"^1 fi'^yaa^«haHghtHdliyiQit»tiai (M»4iea8& ?oii> ^^ 

^Niii'diiAyoeta&atdytt^iyiie.-^ '^-'^ .l n .. . 

nt m \ •H »^ 4 B <«5f fjibdfl«ni»fcfiiie<ittre> ' 

4ifc/jiriii ytm^fefett lajprtini iipTJiapyinH «aytt 
BoGnfetooooii^iiB. . ^ 

IltMiTtf. iA«iM*t9a»lM]ikRi»wiftit Ifin teah «mb 
itlMlOillMolia dwalkft llwUa ytfsft*P gw 

aMWtcB*tiot<littlfcroiftjs r^: 3r. ^ '!.,;- L.r:: ,; .. 
a]WMft»i$au«yad^Gbirri|MibaA. v^:^^^^^^^ r::./ m . 






'••'I 



are potbettafcAteulfcanftiyin drlT-- oi: y-^'r.'^A 

afleep,;.JaK>iAL:Aeal:^{ tfioaiy dBkaflriwO iy:jiii> 
4prt^roMK^nfiidhr;'^<l)cto^^ 4iri«tf tUtfctf fife a«|t 

I ihall have a iBxe Wife of her. ^'-^'-^-^ 

^a/: Well, well. Madam, I ondeifiaiid yoii, wo 

fha^^ty^EaH^^lof'^ W^--: ^ i A '. - .; »" 

^Spd. Ay^ zyy ^ ^^ will; my deaf Frieiu^ Aeiie». 
and ly fliall watch yoor 




Oh, here's Uncle Micherr^''''^'^'^*''"' 

JFi^/i^ Micher, *» »»ftft»'''''^ 

T»\' >t* S^ »*V .^^ ■■ "^ 

Mich, Hah f the C^t^^Jv^ J|^: .^PK^^a BiS 
Ibr yoa ! That &t Ja^eat (he ^'will,^xuae her- 
felf to the Devil, bef<^ vny^ SoUkitbr. TTaylon Phy- 

fick or Tipple Poifoncr iir »JKr^>/'^tw^^ /isi'^^j writ 
the Bill. 

'Squi. IReads-] For^4tttfki^lM Att^ c|j%lK:^^ 
lings and Ten Pence. ; *<* piiidt ftVifM WWfti^ 
as 'wottd fimfi all f^^Mfi^if^ 
Weik. For a Qilf's-lt^^^'lQ^ 
For a boiPd Pig and^CfiflJ^PwS 
Nine Shillings. For a Red fierxing, ibat moos youts^ 
^ Vnck, 




tfMn^Oat^il&kiiA Fbt'^ BbMr (if Hardlwni, Oaf 

CM^ .llSoUt adb BdMi» JtM^ SlittMi; Wfaie; Csnfa» 

^mum m^W 'f^^^ TSawit x»»o> ^Ium^- A^i&ia^^ 

bcfidetFizc ^The SbfiL-iie dte^Hyiift. . ' 

Mffi^. WeU« ho«r fiudl we dub tkiiMiittH Thm'k 
•dvioli ^flMftlChst ttisVdift tKbj^BvaiT' attid -the 
Jeddwr ^htt- flojpt :tltt Coflkh evcfx 1^^ ffi be- 
Jriad. il Bnft^ ibtf m?t pa^ it mud m we* 

3y«i sfllell fioe te /# f.OwRU J)epriife|mntaoiMi|^ 

mad that you mucffCt tjiiak that you*ie hardJ^ dealt 

•^4 fll'iliflr'VttiiA»:SiMC rtut "matotr kifittfTt-fimirh 

r ' ' ^ • ■ * 

»-./•••-•• —♦I --1 
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the STAGE-COACH. 25 

c Wkb Njnipbs^ ekcb Side i ' 

. SM frattUpg and fh^fitg* 
Our Knees inter l^i fig, 
Wtmehilyride: 

mtbaJUy, &c 

i 'Here'tk4nce kiiidfy mxes, ' 
Jill S9rts and all Sexes, 

"More females than Men ; 
"Weffueze them, nue eafe them, 
^i%e jolting does fkafi them l 
' Dfi'vijalUhjithen. 

WtthaUef, te. 

W* b^iUryo^re driwng, , 
^ more *tis reviving ; . . 

,, Nor. /ear we tp /alt J ,. . 
^ For if ihi Cdack, tumkie,. 

4^e home a^rin^ysmAU i 
• '.sWt nhaw a rare ^Jun^le i ^ 
And then up tails alL 

Wiib a Hey, geuf, geup, bey bp; 

^ba,M9l'i'D(ibUn,. bey,bifi 

Jkl'y.gf^f peuPf itiuf, bey^bo, ' ' ■ 
mtb a hey I gee DlMiB^ bey ho. 

, Mcb, Well, now let's go to Bed, that w may 
be the fooncr out of this confounded Inn next Morning. 



26 The SfAGE^COACK 

'Squi. Well, dear Sir, the beft Friends muft part, 
tho* it be Man and Wifei hik-Vymit tka tiid^hoayR 
with me, 'tis but haid bjr^ dMMt^FOBffcMe and T^ 
Miles oiF, and ftay cheie t \Kcfik^ f If make^ yoa fi> 
drank, you (han't find t]ic W||f hack apm in a 
Month. 

^/i/ Sir, you muft excuie me, loa^otlu^iie ea- 

•%i. Good Night, then. . . ' , [£;„>. 

^. Good Night, Sir. iExnmt Micher, liabella. 

Baf. Your Servant, MadfUAi Ji tvapa yft^'tt ke in 
a better Humour To-monow; Hi ! A^, kn^^s 

Fortune for you. Nov^ Wy dfarJU|d,^ruB% and at 

any Rate get us fome Calafli, Chari<»^ ^ Ojad^^- any 
thing, to hurry us to London i ffy. In t|b sieaii 
time, ril run to my Chamber, alkt get^ev^jy t%g rea- 
dy. • • * ' itxhint Siveraify 

Enter Jtk. ' ' 

• - * 

HuAi f Mum's the Word ; thare^s a pfaguy Ckndle fiands 
in my Way; out. Informer, *nK^il ybdr peeping. 
The Hottfe is fuU, and Bed's&m^lcasJtre, thetefixte I can't 
lyein my own; So, good, W«fB\ air < lidme;; ^^ your 
Leave, we Travellers are:fi|«c^'4 foaMbiiiifs^^ lye'two 
inaBed. Tis maiii darli;,. lorcr drvoagtiMar. in #deep 
Road, and a rough Way^-*--*-^ Qdfii^s^ aolr if Dolfy 
fhou'd be sldttiih, and won't let me ; Til knock at iter 
Chamber Door, however^ Jmd ff'^^Bbbr^'wiHopen, 
weU faid Door, FU eater,. ittid,iiuJiii2^wlD^4kte)le^^'^ 
reil of her Crew, well h^iWb, ^fmpiCt^im^^i^miigh^ '. 
'tis not yet right Catterwasvliffg ,'};klli^;f^Ji*ll(ftett' iofs . 
till anoB. " [Exit. 

• ■»'•" 



The &tJGR*CQjiCIL ty 

Enter Baiil tuitb tinngt, V4XA with a CanJk^ 

Baf. Well, fetch \ 

Ri. fire' done your Bv&xuAf Sir«ito-»rTe found in 
tk»- Ytrf^ &a a "Cbilaft, with ibat good Horfes,. that 
iboi^d liave gone emptj to £0^1^ To-xnonow Mom- 
ii^l rv€ kjnsed Vith' tie <Doachmaa to go with yoa^ 
Jtatmedistel/, heltlrreadykttVmftlff. 

i^^ That wasludd^fy and Pve got my Things; here 
Aey ftiaJtfyt €H IftAAld ccmles Out ■ ■ I wifh flit 
ttrere Jiere. * 

Tet, 5ir, • Sir, I think I hear a Nof fc. 

Baf, Put 6ut t&e Ceidle then, and let as ftep into that 
Corner, £>r here we mufl wait for har 

Enter Tolti 

^0^^, Now the Coaft id cleur— I have had a flrange 
Hankering after this fame 2>0//, thSs great while, and 
for her Sake I fet up here at. the Angel % now if fire 
won't be civil, dyie iee^ rU carry my Gueils to the 
Saraceif^Hiad, where I ihall have the Oilier to, take 
Care of piy Uiorftd^ aad the Maid to take Caie of ipe 

-—Now for her Door. 

Fet. Odft m^ ;Iife, Sir ; we Ve forgot one thing ; the 
i$ toekUltp l^ this Tiaie,.how ihall we get out^ 

Baf, What feall we do ? 

Jolt. Hufh.! X hear fi)mething; ibou'd this be fbme 
R0g|ie B^tifeeBJ'V i'^ to Dplly^ I'll put a Spoke in his 

:'£*. fiSttiy* fve: tl^ttght on't; .the- Maid's a good 
tlailabb^ Wefidiy fhe'li da whatever we'll have her. 

.Jfl*. Wilt.&e, faidi, jftuDog? Sirrah, PU take 
care of that. 

B a Tet. 



28 The StAGE-^COACH, 

m, 

Fet. Fil kndck at tlie Door ; for a Piece of Money ^ 
Til wanant you (hc'il do the JotVM , . 

JoU. Perhaps I may do your Job firft, yoacatter- 
wawling Son of a Whore. 

Frt. 'Tis well if I 'fcapc a good Dab <m the Nofe 
here. . ■Cbnfoond that Poft, 'tis deadly U--* 
[Jolt frikes him.} Her -Door is on this Side, Pm fure. 
[jfok Jhikes him agtam.'] Ha f what's that f Another 
Poft ? 'ware Nofe the thisd time. ■■ ■ ? * ;■■ Oh, fiuc here*s 
the Doof, m knock. ISHka Jolt in tht ^ah.^ JMy^ 
JhBy^ Plague oa% ihe's aileep ; fore Pm right f whereat 
the Key-hole? Oh ? Pve foand it. iPuts ins Finger in 
JoltV Mouth, ivho bitJU it.J Oh, the Devil ! the DcvU ! 
IJclp, Sir, Help, Pve got my Finger in a Rat-Trap. 

Baf. Where art thou ? 

7/>//. Gee, gee, ho, gee. IW^fi him. 

FeU Murder! Murder f Help! 

Baf, Hold, you Dog, or PU kill you. 

J oh. Gee, gee, ho, gee ho.. 

F^/. Murder, Murder, Help! the Devil lays, me 
on. . 

• EtdtfOftkr, nuithalifhty 

' Ofi. Vt^hat's tie Matter ? What's the Mittter f 
"Jolt, Come on, gee, gee, ho. - - -. 

Ofi. What a Duce do you mean, Mafter J$h P 
Jolt. lYawns} What's the Matter? What's all thi^ 
Buftle for ? 

OJf. What, are you drunk or dreamii^ ? • "^ 
7(?//.'What would you have? Wheitittil? Oh! 
Oh! is it you, PhiL the Oilier? Odfiug^ I tfaoi^ 
r had been in Bed ; I dfeam'd that my Qoach tack 
1n Hockfy the Hole, and I was licking my Hodes till I 
made them fmoke again I beg yoar Baidon, G^- 

tlemen, for taking you for my Beafts. > • 

Eieter 
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Efiter Dolly. 

Doll, What's the Matter here ; arc not you afham'd x.6 
dlfturb People at this Time of Night ? 

Fet. You*rc come in good Time, Child, to faveUhit 
Rogue a beating, for now we've other Bufmefs j a Word 
with you. 

Baf, Get thee gone. Sirrah, or Til cut your Ears 
off, you Dog ; and you here with your Light, go offt 
and leave us to our Biifinefs. - ' [Exit OftUr, 

Jolt, Odzxwkers, now they're driving the Bargain j 
Ecod ril oveMum the Coach To-morrow in a Sloughy 
to cool that Dog of a Captain's Courage in a Puddle. 

Fei, The Town's our own. Sir ; I've given the 
Wench a Guinea, fhe confents, and I've got the 

Key. 

Jolt. The KeyM A Plague ori her Lock; now 
has the Minx granted at once, what fhe haa deny'd 
me this Twelvemonths j but that Guinea is the DeviL 
at a Key-hole : I warrant twou*d open a thou(and Sprang 
Locks in CtventrGartUn. . ■ ,1*11 watch, and fee what 
all this will come to. 

Enttr Dabclla^ ivitb a Trunk. 

" tfab.Vjt fliou'd be here ! ■ Captain f 

Baf My Dear ! 

JoU, My dear ! Ah the daimn'd Jade ! ^he> cojne 
out to him now. ^ 

Emcr Micher, goofing. 

Md>, Does fte walk in her Sleep ? Where, c^n fhe 
go at this Time of Night? IH watch her. 

. . B 3 'Ifab^ 



1 



30 ne STAGE'CQACH, 

Ifab. Captain, where are yoa ? 

Baf. Here, here. 

"Mich. Captain ? Sure (he can^t have her Captain 
here. 

Job. Odfnigs, they're going to't ; Jbut 1-11 ig&^ their 
Sport. 

Ifab, Come, Tm got out at laft, and what's ttore^ Fve 
got the Writings. 

Mich. Ah, you young Baggage, hav^ I caoght you I 
lights here ; Lights. 

Jfah. Hift ! I hear my Uncle's Voice, let's iofe no 
Time. 

Baf, \jt'C% away, jny Dca r <" ■ ■ ■ facb^ ^ake up the 
Things. \Ex$tmt,. 

Mch. Lights here, Lights. 
[Fetch takes up tin Jhii^s, mni dropt thiKif. Exit* 

Eniir OJlUr <with a U^bt, 

Oft, What's the Matter here, again? 
* Mich, Ha ! what a Devil, who are you ? 

Jolt, And who are you, an* that be all ? 

Mich, Where*s my Niece," Sh, you fimp ? you're in 
the Plot too ; where's that damn'd Rogue the Captain? 

Jolt, Your Niece ! the Captain has other Work in 
hand ; but this is a rare tinfe to qdit Scores with him. 
If you want tlie Captain,^ou'll find him in that Rqom 
with his Whore. ' ' " , "^ ' 

Mich. His Whore ! the Dog make my Niece his 
Whoie! Get a Cbnftable, a Conilable. ' 

Enter ^Squire, yc^wning. 

;%/. Here what the DeviTs the maper F^patflt yoa 
let a body flcep among yt\ ' ' • .. 

: Micb^ 



8i&f ^^j^QB^ COjiCH; s I 

Mick Ah, Nicodemusy we're all undone ; the Captain 
here has got away your Miftrefs into that Room ; and 
what they are dolkg,^ BeaveA knotrs. 

^S^ui. Ha I I hear fome Noifc ; I hear fome Npife 
\»^R, in4iy 'ddH^t jfOtt Weak Ac Ddbr, Uftcfc ? 

Mich, Why don't you ? 

^Sffui. She's your Niece. 

M/V^. She's your Wife thtt is to be. 

^Sgui. I can't tell that now. 
" Mkh* Thcfi let^s Jmve a Oonftable. 

ytii^ nijuQ a^ call op my Xandloffd ; he's a Con- 
Mile..^ , • :; • ' . . ^ . . iExit. 

' iSem-al Ptfi^e. afpe» in N^t-CAfs in hih BaLtoiits. 

I. A Plague take you all, are yoa aU ailee|s that ye 
make fuch a Noiie. What a I)e*il*$ the matter wid 
you. 

*Sfui, Nothing, nothing, no Hann^only a Gentle- 
man wh0*s making me A Cuckold befbi;e my time. 

' Enter Landlord) Jolt tjoitb u Leaner. 

Land, Here, where are theie People ? 

^SftL Here, Sir, in that &oom« \ 

Land. Come out here : I charge ye come ottf : Pm an 
Offtaer^rWoa't you coiner t)«t m the Kihg's Name ? why 
then flay where y^ 8t«» itt the DeviUsl^amc : Break 
c^ll^ dfib fiow. XiolkimAitpmtheDodr, 

Land. Why don^t jwi go m f ' 

Joh. Why 4oll^ ytMi go liH you're aA Ofioer ? 

Land, Then I command you to go in before me : 

J9k, Let the 'Sfuire go in, 'ti3 his Buiineis. 

^Sfui, Let my Uncle go iii, Vis tnerie his Bufinefs than 

^ Mcb.' Oase, \^1i idl go in, tiio* he be a Captain, 

he'sbptone.. tExennt. 
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Enter OoUy ai amh$r Dm. 

DoU. W]iat can they be fetidung ii»r ia my .Chaii^ 
hex? 

» 
,Rjt'tnttr aU. 

*S;m. The devil a Thing is there, but an oU Pair of 
Boddice:, a broken^back'd ..Chair, a Quire of Balhul^, a 
iiock Bed, and a green Chamber-Pot : Why, Gentle-^ 
men, the People that you want, are gone! they took 
the Key from me, and went pat. 
. 'SquL Gone ! ch.yjt Skies ! Sk troMJk Gkrta MuhH. 

Mich, Here, here, Iet*s follow *em. 

^^m. A^, ay, Hories, .Coaches, Spun, Wh^, Spat^ 
terdalhes. Gambadoes, Boots, and Safhoona^ away- *. 

Land. Hold, hold. Gentlemen, what's here ? the Key 
of the great Gate, they moft be in the .Ho^fe ^^ ^ 
the Maid did not let Vm out, 

DolL Not J, upon my Word, Sir. ' 

Land, Then they muil have drop^d the Key, andare 
in the Honfe ftill. ^^ 

*Squu Huzza ! have at Vm then ; Halberts, Qgarterl^ 
Stafis, Muskets, Pil^, and Pdcket-Pifiok 

Mri&.Find 'em out, find 'em out, then. [£;ir*Land. Jok» , 
Why don't you go help 'em,.Nefihew \ 

\3qm. Unck, I ftay to keep you Company^ 

r 

Bii/ What'ithe li^canipg^pf alltfusNoife AHan 
can't fleep for ye. '' . .,, ,t * ; 

'%/. Ah, my dear Friend, fiand by me now: Who ' 



IhooM be here, but that danm'd Rogae of a Giptaiii' 
that we talk'd of^ adid has ran away with my Miftrefs. 

Ba/i The Devil he did; and ho\v will you ufe him 
'whenWsiband. 

*Bqtd. TJTehim \ FS pomp htm. III finife him, flea 
}um» carboinade him, and eat him alive. 

Baf. But/ hark ye, Sir, don't ^ake fuch a Noifej 
yoalldiHuib my Wile. 

'%f . What; Sir, aie ydumany'd ? 
- Baf, Marry'd and bedded iince I &w you. 1 

^SqmJ Towhom ? ^ ^ 

Enkr i&beOa, Landteid, Jolt, and Sirvanfs* 
Saf, To this Udy, Sir. 

McL -Nephew I • ^ ^ 

^ySqui. ^peakyim,-1Sn!RaeydarBdfiners^thanniind. 
• Uch.' Murry^d ; it can't be : How couM you be mar^ 
ry'd (o fuddenly ? 

Ba/. Very luckily. Sir; we intended to have it done 
more decently, bi^t mj^ Bloekheaddrop^ the Key, and 
being ftop*d tlut Way; we &w alight in the Minifter*t 
Chamber that travelM with me; we went up, feond him 
fmoaking his Pipe, he &x£t gave us his Bleffing, then lent 
us his Bed. 

*S^$. Hewasavery^tivil G^tleman. 

Mcb, Sir i thi» won't paft upon me* what Bvidenccr 
have yon for this K 

imnfif i v iac iin yPe* 

) 

Mac. By my Shoul, he^iweds no Evidencef for Ian» 
one. I was adl'd to be a Witnefi; his Man did waken 
mebefaelwas aileep; andif yoawillbdicv€Aobody»^^ 
yon may go iqp, and asktbe MiniAer. 



$4 ri^otf7UGf:.ca^CM 

J £a/. And, in Setnm^ia^ dear Couatryinan,^ FH/taJor 
care to da you &rvice in relation tt> yom prcttoded J^ier* 
/chgntVWi&. ;. i m T » l 

Mich, Then fmce it is &, much Good-wy^t d9.j*Q|9 
■ukhyoir No-£)^ftifie:| iter .Mpthcr did i^ jenve li^ a 

Groat. '.»•■.-;•''/• f..; •,» • J 

,' '^f»/. I am glad on't, ^ith ail 19]^ Heart., « :; x . 
Ifah. Sir, it will appear otherwili^ ^y «iy Writings* - 
Mich, Writings » what Wiatimgf^? iVe no Wntu^fi of 

yours. ..-;/. ••• . ••..'• 

Baf, No more you han*t. Sir ; for4iei^ tl^ey a^ / 
Mich, Confnfion \ then I know what I've loft. 
'Sqifi. A^dfoitolM). I>ekjliu|yl4>owr.tvclQft 

my Friend, IVe loft my Nunck, and Pvc loft my Wife. 

But JtMCt tbi Coach -fucb NaviUits hus ^hrst^ 
7hi ^Squire uHmarrfdy and tbi Caft^'nMM4, 



r • •.:•'•/:; [Bx. 
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Red Tides, and handfome Frontispieces, 
in the Order they have beea>Pobii(hVi» 
by ToNSON and Feales, according to 
their Propofals, at Six-pence each. 



Man of Mode 

Orphan 

Cato 

Provoked Wife 

Old Batchelor 

Caius Marius 

Drummer 

Relapfe 

She wou'd if (he Cou*d 

Earl of Effcx 

Love for Love . ' 
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Diftrefs'd 



PLATS jufi Tubllfh'ii, 

DiftrefsM -Mother 

Soldier's Fortune 

Comical Revenge "* ^ 

Rehearfel • s '":. - - ' . ^ 

Mourning Bride 

Anna Bullen 

Carelefs Huifband 

A*eift ' ' , I 

: Way of theWorK* ' ^ 

Eurydice 

Tender Hufband , 

Sir Courtly Nice ^ 

Euneral 
/OrooitoltQ -. -^ — 

Chances - . 

Fatal Marriage 

Albian Queens 

Double Dealer 

Theodofius 

Committee 

Fall of Saguntimi^ 

Tamerlane 

Revenge 

Confcious Lovers 

FondHufband '. .1 

Fair Penitent 

Gentleman Dandng Mafter * 

Country Lafles 

Ambitious 
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PLATS ju^ PubUJh'd. 

Ambitious Step Mother 
Ulyffcs ' . 

Conftahc Coupte 
Abramule 
Love in a Wood 
Siege of Damafcus ^ 

Anatomift 
Mariamne 
George Barnwell 
Royal Convert 
Provok'd Huftwind 
Wild GaUant 
Love's laft Shift 
Rival Ladies 
Plain Dealer 
Indian Queen 
Confederacy ■-' 
Indian Emperor 
Journey to London ' 
. Effay on Drai^iatic Poetry 
Falfe Friend 

Maiden Queen 

Miftake 

Sir Martin Mar-all 

Country Houfe 

Tempcft 

Venice Preferv'd 

Evening Love 

Country Wife 

Tyrannick Love 

Alcibiades 



i 



1 



V' 



Alcibiadcs 

Conqueft Granada, the ift Part 

Ximena, or the Hcroick Pfemgbter 

Conqueft Granada, the 2d Part 

Love makes Man 

Marriage A-la-Mode 

Recruiting Officer 

Affignation 

Inconftant 

Amboyna j 

Cyrus the Great * ^ ^ 

State Innocence 

Beaux Stratagem 

Aurengzebe 

Rover 

All for Love 

Devil of a Wife 

Fatal Secret, a New rPhjf 

Twin Rivals - - * ' 

Limberham 

Sir Harry Wildair 

Oedipus 

King Arthur 

Love and a Bottle 

Troilus and Creflida 

Stage Coach 

SpanifliFryar 
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i-\APLArS juji Tublijh'd. 

At the fame Places ma'j be bad^ 

(Being a very ^oper Prefent to young Gentle- 
men and Ladies at Boarding- Schools, ^c. 
not only as a great Inducement to their Learn- 
ing the French Language^ but likewife the 
moji Chafte, Moral, and Diverting Amufe- 
raent to imploy their Leifure Hours) 

A Seleft Colle<aion of MOLIERE^s 
COMEDIES, Frer.cb and Engli/h^ in Eight 
Pockec Volumes, neatly Printed on a Fine 
Paper, with a Curious Frontifpiece to each 
Comedy. To which is prefixed, a Curious 
Print of the Author, and'his Life in French 
and Englijh \ Extracted from Monficur Ba)lej 
Rapin^ &c. 

N. B. The Tranflation is intircly New, 
and was undertaken by feveral Gentlemen, 
who aHjoin'd and confuked together about 
every Part of it ; in which particular Care 
has been had to keep as clofe as poflible to 
thd Original, and obferve the very Words 
of the Author as well as the Senfe, fo far as 
was confiftent with the Freedom and Spirit 
of the Dialogue, in order to make it more 
ferviceable to thofe of our own Nation, who 
define an Acquaintance with the Language 
or Genius of their Neighbours ; and like- 
wife to Foreigners who may have the fame 
Inclination with refpedt to us. 
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